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Letter  from  the  Editor 


Heather  Armstron 


It  has  been  an  exciting  semester  here  at  The  Prairie  Light  Review,  we 
have  been  fortunate  that  our  streak  of  submissions  has  continued,  and  I am  proud 
to  say  that  this  issue  is  one  my  team  and  I are  proud  of  I must  thank  all  of  you 
that  have  submitted  your  work  to  us,  without  your  submissions  our  magaxine 
would  not  be  possible. 

I must  also  thank  my  colleagues  who  worked  tirelessly  on  this  issue. 
Without  their  hard  work  the  production  process  would  not  have  been  possible. 

I especially  want  to  thank  our  advisor  Jackie,  who  has  made  sure  that  we  work  as  a 
team.  She  helped  to  facilitate  great  student  lead  discussions  on  content,  theme  and 
many  of  the  other  discussions  we  have  in  generating  our  magazine. 

The  Prairie  Light  Review  has  been  a great  experience  for  me  as  both  a 
teamwork  experience,  as  well  as  an  editing  experience.  I am  grateful  to  be  a part  of 
this  great  College  of  DuPage  publication. 


Thanks  to  the  College  of  DuPage  staff  and  faculty  whose  support  for 
this  magazine  is  invaluable.  Special  thanks  to  Chuck  Steele,  Mardi  Roebuck-Knight, 
Shannon  Hernandez,  Stephanie  Quirk,  Chris  Raposa,  Mikata  Jokkene,  and  the 
COD  Office  of  Student  Life.  Thanks  to  Liz  Whiteacre,  Tom  Montgomery- 
Fate,  the  Prairie  Writing  Award,  the  Writers  Read  series,  and  the  COD  Creative 
Writing  Committee  for  their  support  and  encouragement.  Thanks  to  the  COD 
Library,  especially  Cohn  Koteles  for  his  work  on  Digital  Commons.  Thanks  to  the 
COD  Photography  faculty,  especially  Glenn  Hansen,  for  providing  studio  space. 
Thanks  to  the  IT  department,  especiall  Hashem  Helmi,  for  technical  assistance. 
Thanks  to  the  Liberal  Arts  Division,  including  Daniel  Lloyd,  Bev  Reed,  and  Rita 
Puishes,  and  to  the  Academic  Affairs  office,  including  Joe  Colhns.  Special  thanks 
to  Magi  Wangler  for  lending  her  time  and  knowledge  in  the  photography  studio. 
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Submission  Guidelines 


We  accept  original  works  of  short  fiction,  nonfiction,  poetry,  photography,  2D 
and  3D  artwork  of  any  media.  Students,  faculty,  staff,  and  the  College  of  DuPage 
District  502  community  may  all  submit.  All  submissions  are  anonymously  reviewed 
twice  a year  for  fall  and  spring  issues.  All  art  and  written  work  is  viewed  as  a fin- 
ished product,  and  copy  editing  is  kept  to  a minimum  to  respect  the  writer’s  inten- 
tion. Submissions  should  be  sent  to  prairielightreviewsubmissions@gmail.com 
Guidelines  for  the  presentation  of  your  work  and  letters  of  authenticity  may  be 
found  online  at  www.prairielightreview.org.  Questions?  Contact  the  editors  at 
plre@cod.edu  or  630-942-2733. 


oin  the  PLR  Editorial  Team 


Work  collaboratively  with  classmates  in  English  2210  to  create  and  market  the 
next  issue  of  The  Prairie  Tight  Tevieiv,  College  of  DuPage’s  award-winning  literary 
maga2ine.  As  a member  of  the  editorial  team,  you  will  experience  many  different 
publication  techniques,  including  tracking  submissions,  content  selection,  layout 
decisions,  copyediting,  distribution,  office  management,  marketing,  fundraising,  and 
coordinating  special  events  like  open  mics. 

To  join  the  editiorial  team,  enroll  in  English  2210.  You  will  find  more  informa- 
tion about  the  course  at  www.prairielightreview.org.  This  course  meets  on  the  Glen 
EUyn  Campus,  SSC  3251,  on  Wednesdays  from  2:00  p.m.  to  3:50  p.m.  each  term. 
Please  contact  Advisor  Jackie  McGrath  with  questions  at  mcgrathj@cod.edu  or  630- 
942-2709. 
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Solitary  Creatures 


Bakul  Baneriee 


Who  knows  when  her  day  began, 
but  her  bare  footsteps  shift 
the  silence  of  the  dawn 
like  the  maple  tree  shaken 
by  the  early  winter  wind 
in  the  backyard.  Up  and  down, 
and  around  the  kitchen. 

Before  work,  she  glides 
around  preparing  for  lunch, 
dinner,  and  laundry.  My  door 
creaks  open.  She  tiptoes 
to  the  desk  skipping  over  stuff 
on  the  floor,  looking  for  something. 

Outside,  a lone  goose  honks. 

She  squints  at  the  field  trip 
permission  slip,  signs, 
hovers  over  me  for  a moment, 
then  goes  out.  Motionless 
I remain,  before  falling  asleep. 

Howl 


Natalie  Dust 


I am  new  to  the  dirt 
Yet  my  feet  are  calloused. 

There  are  hills  I haven’t  climbed 
Yet  my  back  aches. 

Each  night  I spend  drenched. 

In  the  weight  of  tomorrow 

All  the  way  down  to  my  marrow. 

I lean  to  the  moon 

My  face  under  its  glow 

Lips  prepare  for  sound 

But  only  a whistle  of  air 

Seeps  into  the  ground. 
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My  Heart 


Ramiro  Fonseca 


It  is  alone 
W ithout  atYections 
It  is  desolate 
Without  connections 

It  is  cold 

Without  sympathy 
It  is  hea\y 
Without  nepenthe 

It  is  dark 
Without  light 
It  is  lost 
Without  sight 

It  is  broken  once  again. . . 

When  the  Petals  Fall 


Mike  Gebhardt 


I knew  you  when  . . . 
you  were  strong, 
and  had  something  to  say; 
not  like  today. 

You’ve  aged. 

I’ve  grown. 

Together, 
we’ve  gotten  old. 

I can’t  remember 
when  it  happened. 

Day  by  day, 
you’ve  lost  your  edge. 

To  me  you’U  always  be 
the  hero  of  my  youth. 
Your  best  years  now  past; 
given  freely  to  me. 
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Away  from  Human  Eyes 


Kathrvn  MacDougall 


I sit  on  my  blanket  in  the  garden  across  from  the  Hbrarv. 

I wonder  how  the  sun  can  be  so  smooth,  as  smooth  as  cream. 

I am  amazed  by  its  caramel  grace  and  languid  lush  touch. 

Such  a lovely  day  to  be  known  as  a human,  away  from  human  eyes. 

I lay  in  the  grass  in  the  field  that  lays  behind  my  home. 

I wander  through  memories  thought  long  passed  gone,  long  gone. 

I am  relieved  by  their  liquid  clarity  and  ponder  upon  them  overmuch. 
Such  a lovely  day  to  be  known  as  a human,  away  from  human  eyes. 

I walk  on  that  path  down  to  the  pond  in  a whispering  marsh. 

I consider  the  dove  and  black  bird  as  they  flit  and  sing,  fleetingly  sing. 
I am  caressed  by  the  tantalizing  trills  and  morose  melodies. 

Such  a lovely  day  to  be  known  as  a human,  away  from  human  eyes. 

I think  over  this  past  month,  and  know  the  sun  better  for  it  now. 

I realized  the  time  has  been  best  spent  than  ever  it  has  been. 

I finally  befriend  casual  contentment  and  soulful  simplicity,  simply. 
Such  a lovely  day  to  be  known  as  a human,  away  from  human  eyes. 

The  Moon  Lit  Affair 


Natalie  Dust 


You  don’t  know  love  till  vou’ve  seen  the  moon 
Cooing  lullabies  across  the  skies 
You  and  I under  the  sweet  trees  of  June 
Milky  stars  lighdy  kissing  your  eyes. 

My  skin  tingles  all  over  from  your  touch 
The  night  illuminates  my  silent  words 

My  heart  sketching  constellations  for  you,  it’s  almost  too  much 
I whisper  “I  love  you”  like  hushed  humming  birds. 

My  love  that  glows  with  w’onder 
WTien  I see  vou  all  else  melts  aw'av 
Then  clouds  your  mind  and  pulls  you  under 
But  wTen  tw-ilight  breaks  I must  return  to  day. 

For  I shouldn’t  love  you,  it  isn’t  right 

But  I can’t  help  it  Mr.  Moon,  “I  love  you,”  Goodnight. 
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Meditation 


Christian  Alisauskas 


mixed  media 
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Waverly  HiUs 


Christine  Cianciosi 


Echoes  of  disembodied  voices 
and  unanswered  prayers 
linger  at  the  top 
and  bottom  of  stairs— 
walls  cry  with  history 
decades  of  wear 
lonely,  moldering  halls 
scream  with  ghostly  terror. 

Spirit  Mary 
plays  her  baU 
stiU  treading 
solarium  halls. 

Shadow  people  appear 
within  pale  hue, 
a peripheral  vision  fear 
coming  from  room  502— 
voices  forever  shout 
''^get  out,  get  outr 

Souls  spending  years 
living  in  the  dark, 
visiting  breath  appears 
the  light  embarks— 
for  those  that  claim 
to  walk  away, 
play  the  mind  game 
and  begin  to  pray. 

While  some  spirits  never 
find  their  way- 
speUbound,  forever 
always  astray. 

Dead  of  night  light 
still  living  inside- 
stay  to  delight 
within  halls  to  hide, 
trapped  in  a spirit  world 
side  by  side. 
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“Always”  Song  for  the  Orphans  of  Uganda 


Elise  Anderson 


I see  you  smile. 

Sometimes  I wonder 
how  you  do, 

when  I think  of  all  the  things 
that  you’ve  been  through. 

But  when  you  smile, 
it  makes  me  too. 

I want  to  give  that  back 
to  you. 

This  world  seems  big  sometimes 
but  it’s  smaller  than  it  seems. 
We’re  alike  more  than  we  think, 
all  dreamers  chasing  dreams. 

I want  the  sun  to 
brighten  your  eyes. 

I want  hope  to 
ease  your  mind. 

I want  love  to 
fulfill  your  life. 

Each  and  every  day. . . 

Always. 

Now  when  the  sun  sets, 
don’t  forget, 

it’s  right  on  the  other  side. 

And  if  you  need  a hand, 
please  ask  for  mine. 

Together  we’ll  win  this  fight. 

This  world  seems  big  sometimes 
but  it’s  smaller  than  it  seems. 
We’re  alike  more  than  we  think, 
all  dreamers  chasing  dreams. 

I want  the  sun  to 
brighten  your  eyes. 

I want  hope  to 
ease  your  mind. 

I want  love  to 
fulfill  your  life. 

Each  and  every  day... 

Always. 
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The  Funeral 


Tom  Hill 


My  father  drove  the  little  wooden  cross 
into  the  ground,  and  I wondered, 
at  age  eleven,  if  it  was  sacrilege: 
burying  the  rabbit  we’d  found 
torn  apart  by  a crow  in  the  yard, 
its  small  heart  still  now, 

its  fur  and  ears  mangled  with  blood  and  dirt. 

We  even  said  a prayer,  I think, 

my  mother  bowing  her  head 

as  a car  shot  down  the  alley, 

kicking  up  dust, 

and  my  father  walked  away, 

swinging  the  shovel  he’d  used 

to  scrape  the  rabbit  from  the  sidewalk, 

to  dig  its  shallow  grave. 

His  hair  was  just  beginning  to  grey, 
and  as  he  walked  to  the  porch, 
the  sun  sank  behind  him, 
throwing  his  shadow  against  the  house. 

That  left  four  of  us  standing 

by  the  grave,  with  the  little  cross 

one  of  us  had  made  in  Sunday  school: 

two  rough  planks  of  wood  fastened 

with  a single  nail.  I never  stopped 

to  wonder  what  the  neighbors  might  think. 

I only  thought  of  what  brave 

Catholics  we  were, 

that  we  could  face  this  and  go  on. 
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Your  Own  Private  Idaho 


oseph  Mazzone 


drawing 
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Redemption  Through  Philosooh 


Shattering  metaphysical  revelations  often  precede  certain  mental  patholo- 
gies, but  the  following  insight  into  the  primordial  truth  of  existence  was  a supreme 
moment  of  philosophical  clarit}’:  the  will've  morally  reprehensible!  Its  influence  caus- 
es great  pain  and  suffering.  One  ought  to  do  awav  with  it,  or  transcend  it. 

Although  sentenced  to  this  sterile,  white  cubicle  with  bars  on  the  windows, 
I continue  my  groundbreaking  work  in  metaphysics.  Tom,  my  former  colleague  at 
the  universit}^,  has  long  since  abandoned  such  pursuits.  A slave  to  the  wiU,  his  life  has 
been  robbed  of  significance;  driven  by  the  lust  for  power  and  prestige,  his  goal  of 
climbing  the  academic  ladder  of  promotion  has  long  since  ecHpsed  his  once  noble 
aspiration  of  transcending  the  bonds  of  crass  materialism  through  philosophy. 

He  was  beyond  redemption,  but  his  daughter  was  not. 

Chloe  was  the  emibodiment  of  innocence.  She  was  the  rare  exception  to 
the  rule  of  the  wiU  expressing  itself  in  the  horrors  of  nature.  Although  it  had  not 
yet  manifested  its  ugly  presence,  someday,  she  too  would  feel  its  lustful  and  aggres- 
sive pull.  It  disturbed  me  to  imagine  her  having  to  endure  such  a horrible  and  piti- 
less existence  in  the  future. 

My  research  indicates  that  there  are  two  ways  to  outstrip  the  will’s  nefari- 
ous influence:  it  is  possible  to  overcome  the  will  when,  in  a saintly  manner,  compas- 
sion for  others  vanquishes  aU  traces  of  egoism.  When  we  embrace  altnusf?i  as  the 
ultimate  moral  principle,  we  are  attuned  to  directlv  experience  the  world’s  pain  and 
are  therebv  moved  to  alleviate  the  profuse  suffering  of  others.  We  also  transcend  the 
win  in  death.  Although  the  phenomenal-self  perishes,  death  is  not  the  end,  for  we  are 
so  much  more  than  mere  physical  entities.  After  death,  we  exist  beyond  time  and 
change.  We  are  at  peace,  as  the  wiU  no  longer  dominates... 

I saved  her.  Chloe  now  walks  above  the  wretched  condition  of  humaniw, 
in  death  she  is  at  peace.  And  I too  have  found  philosophical  redemption  from  the 
penal  servitude  of  willing. 

You  see  I’m  an  altruist^  not  a murderer. 
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I TeU  Her 


Tom  Hill 


I tell  her;  we  must  get  at  the  ground, 
deep  beneath  the  dirt,  where  the  roots  are. 

Only  here  can  we  make  ourselves  strong; 
here,  where  our  proofs  and  reasons  lie  buried. 

We  must  separate  the  wheat  from  the  chaff, 
we  must  harvest  only  good  things. 

Remember  how  we  want  our  lives  to  feel: 
like  drunkenness;  gende  and  warm, 

eyes  cloudy  with  God  and  smoke, 
with  the  beauty  of  cold  summer. 

I thought  of  our  lives  patched  together 
pieced  together,  pressed  together 

and  brimming  with  purpose, 
lives  like  old  shoes;  gende  and  worn, 

like  the  stars  tonight  —wherever  they  are- 
bright  but  hidden. 

Something  Different 


Allison  Anderson 


The  cabin’s  air  was  stale  and  cold 
His  rotten  heart  iced  over 
A blood-shot  flight  to  Walden  Pond 
To  escape  his  new  ex-lover 
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An  Easy  Intoxication 


Kelli  Q 'Dwyer 


I walk  barefoot  on  the  plain, 

and  to  the  rolling  horizon,  my  vision  lifts. 

I feel  the  mud  and  know  it’U  leave  a stain, 
on  my  feet,  a beautiful  blemish. 

On  drier  ground,  I bend  and  take  a seat, 
breathing  in  the  scent  of  lilac, 
but  careful  not  to  disturb  the  fleet, 
of  bees  buzzing  towards  the  flower  and  back. 

Head  back  and  face  feeling  the  sunshine, 

I breathe  deeply  and  wait. 

Emptying  enough  to  enjoy  takes  time, 
but  then  easily  the  nature  intoxicates. 

Walking  back  to  civilization, 

I always  have  a lingering  question. 

Martini  Mornings 


Camille  Besser 


Colors—  Hke  candy  coating  spread  across  my  pillow — 
Just  yesterday’s  makeup  smeared  as  last  night’s  memory. 
Blurred  mascara,  sticking  vision 

I almost  don’t  notice  how  hard  my  head  is  pounding. 
WTaose  words  come  tumbling  out  of  my  mouth — 
Crashing  into  you? 


The  Prairie  Light  Review 


11 


To  the  Hills 


Daniel  Graham 


I go  to  the  hills  today,  far  from  sight  and  past  the  horizon  where  I am 
unsure  whether  the  world  even  stretches  to.  I go  and  leave  this  advent  of  my  life 
behind,  but  I’m  not  alone.  I have  my  friends.  I have  what  I’ve  learned.  I have  the 

times  I know the  times  I knew and  the  time  that  wiU  inevitably  come.  I see 

the  splendor  in  the  fleeting  moments  I loved  and  wish  with  unwavering  admiration 
to  fix  all  the  things  I regret  from  the  times  I know,  and  despite  those  times  I go.  In 
spite  of  those  times  I go. 

li  e go  to  the  lulls  todav,  souls  bound  and  entwined  across  millermia  to 
stand  the  silent  testament  to  our  very  existence.  Our  souls,  both  weighed  down 
and  renewed  by  memories,  shattered  dreams,  feeble  naivete,  and  all  the  other  relics 
we  hold  close  to  ourselves  as  mementos.  They  remind  us  of  how  we  had  traversed 
as  far  as  we  have.  We  cradle  these  things  in  our  hearts  as  we  walk  to  the  bills.  The 
hiUs  both  infinitelv  far  away  and  inspiringly  close. 

At  the  foot  of  the  rolling  green  hiUs  we  look  up.  We  look  at  our  hopes 
and  desires  and  we  cUmb  to  them.  Different  dreams,  different  hiHs,  and  yet  we  aU 
reach  them  together. 

The  hills  are  fresh,  and  we  finally  rest  our  weary  bodies.  Our  journey  fin- 
ished at  last,  we  inhale  as  one  and  brace  ourselves  for  what  we  know  we  must  do. 

W e nourish  our  souls  as  we  look  back  to  the  footprints  we  left  behind:  the  markers 
of  our  pilgrimage  stretching  to  infinity.  We  share  the  feeling  that  weUs  up  in  our 
hearts  as  we  see  just  how  far  we  have  come,  and  our  bond  grows  deeper.  We  col- 
lect our  memories,  relishing  in  the  good  and  helping  each  other  through  the  bad — 
for  both  are  worth  reliving. 

Then  we  do  the  inevitable:  we  look  ahead.  We  look  farther  into  the 
future,  and  see  the  silhouettes  of  more  hiUs  shrouded  in  mist  on  the  horizon.  The 
hilltop  we  stand  upon  suddenly  feels  old  and  worn,  and  a familiar  urge  overtakes 
our  minds  and  bodies.  If  we  stay  here  we  can’t  grow.  If  we  don’t  grow  we  can’t 
really  say  we’ve  lived.  Knowing  this,  we  collectively  smile  as  the  same  solitary 
thought  flies  through  our  heads. 

“To  the  hiUs  we  go.” 
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Halide 


William  North 


photogram 
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Tom  HiU 


The  Girl  Down  the  Hall 

Outside,  there  was  rain  in  the  air.  I said  to  you, 

“Poems,  when  they  come,  are  never  easy. 

Sometimes,  though,  the  words  are  like  a train, 
full  of  steam  and  throbbing  along  an  inside  track, 
and  when  words  like  that  hit  you,  when  they  shatter 
around  your  shoulders,  sharp  and  new,  it  is  like  nothing  else.” 

In  the  mornings,  when  I wake 
I feel  your  hunger  through  the  walls, 

I know  your  faith  in  God, 

I can  taste  the  time  we  sat  on  the  floor,  drinking  rum, 
your  face  flushed  with  it. 

I have  seen  the  beaum  of  your  knuckles,  red  vAth  warmth 
against  my  arm, 

and  I waste  these  words,  trying  to  say  something  worthwhile, 

I set  traps  in  the  stream,  wait  for  them  to  fill, 

wait  for  the  brimming  over, 

words  I can  use; 

slipper};  urgent,  alive. 

Last  night,  you  spoke  of  Christ’s  love, 

and  I let  the  gende  sweep  of  your  words 

fill  the  room.  I began  to  cobble  together  in  my  mind 

your  woozy  whispers,  your  Rum  and  Coke  secrets. 

I thought. 

If  I cannot  write  them  down,  at  least  I can  have  them, 
these  words  she  says  now, 
bright  and  soft  and  pulsing, 
in  the  dark 

we  sang,  and  waited  for  the  rain. 

And  when  it  came,  its  rhythmic  patter  on  the  glass, 
we  went  to  the  window  to  watch. 
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Praise  for  Pablo  Neruda 


Bridget  IVIcLaughlin 


After  ''Ode  to  A.cario  Cotapos’’  by  Pablo  Neruda 

Tu,  poeta  de  palabras, 

juntaste  en  vida  la  musica  magmfica, 

la  palabra  que  salta  de  su  pagina  donde  yacio  sin  sonido, 

y transformaste  para  mi  el  idioma 

en  un  monzon  de  esplendor. 

Maestro,  amigo, 

me  has  ensehado  tantas  cosas  claras 
que  donde  estoy  me  das  tu  claridad. 

Ahora,  ' 

escribo  un  libro  de  lo  que  soy. 

Y en  este  soy,  Pablo,  eres  conmigo. 


Praise  for  Pablo  Neruda 
Translation  by  Neil  Shipley 

You,  tinkerer  of  words, 

immersed  in  a life  of  beautiful  music, 

words  which  jump  off  your  page  where  they  had  lain  without  voice, 
and  you  opened  for  me  your  language 
in  a blooming  splendor. 

Mentor,  friend, 

you  have  taught  me  crystalline  lessons 
that  I can  see  from  where  I am. 

Now, 

I am  writing  the  book  of  what  I am. 

And  in  this,  Pablo,  you  are  with  me. 
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Monumental 


Daniel  Graham 


Let  it  be  said  first  that  I have  no  regrets.  I feel  sadness  and  joy  just  as 
anyone  does.  The  only  difference  between  myself  and  you  is  that  I deal  with  the 
sadness  differently. 

I’ve  killed  men.  These  men  needed  to  die.  That  doesn’t  mean,  however, 
that  they  were  not  good  men.  Better  men  than  I.  They’ve  never  seen  my  face,  but 
I have  seen  theirs;  albeit  only  after  they’ve  departed. 

Never  have  I seen  a more  accusing  gaze  than  that  of  a dead  man.  He 
does  not  blink,  and  his  pupils  don’t  focus  on  my  own,  and  still  he  stares  all  the 
same.  He  does  not  question.  He  knows  the  reason  for  his  death.  He  walked  a dif- 
ferent road  than  me,  but  is  that  a valid  reason  for  him  to  disappear,  body  and  soul? 
No  matter  how  different  they  may  be  from  me,  and  no  matter  how  contradictory 
our  ideals  are,  no  one  deserves  to  leave  this  world  in  obscurity.  No  man  deserves 
to  disappear  without  closure.  And  yet  it  happens,  and  I am  responsible.  Something 
compels  me  that  justice  be  done,  and  the  only  one  there  to  see  to  it  is  me. 

So  they  are  preserved,  fragmented  as  they  are,  in  my  mind.  They  have 
their  lovers  and  children,  as  I do.  Wives  and  kids  that  one  day  will  wonder  why 
their  father  hasn’t  remrned,  as  I one  day  will  not. 

I am  a collage  of  testaments  to  nameless  men  that  died  in  silence,  denied 
even  the  surge  of  DMT  to  the  brain  before  death.  Their  souls  have  been  stripped 
down  and  added  to  my  own — a wall  of  faces  evey  time  I close  my  eyes.  They  will 
persist  as  long  as  I do,  and  I will  repay  their  lives  so  savagely  taken  by  giving  my 
silent  remembrance.  In  doing  this  I know  I have  lost  a part  of  myself,  but  that  is 
my  price,  and  I accept  it.  In  time  it  will  drive  my  wife  and  daughter  away  and  I will 
die  not  a man,  soldier,  husband,  or  father,  but  a monument. 

Football 


Wilda  Morris 


The  doctor  tossed  the  new  football  into  Mother’s  arms.  She  sighed  and 
named  it  Ross.  Had  Father  been  on  the  playing  field,  she  would  have  passed  the 
football  to  him,  but  he  was  out  drinking,  drowning  the  sting  of  failure  and  the 
pain  of  another  birth,  another  ball  to  stuff,  to  keep  sewed  up,  to  dress  in  cowhide 
or  cotton. 

Alcohol  coached  the  family  team.  Rage  quarterbacked.  One  day  Mother 
stormed  off  the  field.  Father  punted  Ross  and  the  older  balls  down  Main  Street 
and  headed  out  of  town.  Not  a smooth  pass,  Aunt  complained.  But  then,  he  never  did 
plaj  fair. 

When  finally  Ross  was  no  longer  someone  else’s  football,  he  kept 
Alcohol  as  his  coach.  Rage  as  quarterback.  Ail  females  were  footballs  to  him,  easily 
tossed  aside.  One  touchdown  and  he  wanted  a new  ball,  fresh,  unused.  One  with- 
out new  little  footballs.  He  had  learned  the  game  well. 
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Dizz 


Bridp-et  McLauphlin 


dizzy 

soars  underneath 
the  scent  of  slumber 

dizzy 

kept  a piece 
of  the  faded  feather 

dizzy 

foreshadowed 

madness 

dizzv 

had  trouble 
with  the  wind 

dizzy 

churns  my  living  room 
into  twilight  full  of  mercury 

dizzy 

thrashes  the  endocrine 
through  capillary  walls 

dizzv 

scavenges  the  mouse 
desperately  seeking  a stethoscope 

dizzy 

fumes  a throat 
to  the  core 

dizzv 

mauls  the  heart 

until  the  sky  is  in  our  feet 

dizzy 

sugars  my  sister 

and  heaps  herself  on  me 

dizzy 

gulps  a merry-go-round 
release  from  kingdom  come 

dizzy 

sounds  the  color 
violet  in  a symphony 

dizzy 

left  fantasy 
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frothing 

O 


dizzv 

calls  mv  name 

dizzv 
never  left 

dizzv 

dreams 

Rhetorical  Question 


Alexander  Knightwright 


Do  you  know  me 

Litde  Apes? 

1 am  old 
Old  as  life 
Old  as  death 

(W  hich  should  be  obAous  if  vou  stop 
To  diink  for  a second). 

I have  walked  with  vou 

On  the  path  of  life 
W alked  it  with  vou 
To  the  end 

And  kept  on  walking,  leaving  vou  behind. 


Seen  but  unseen. 

Heard  only  in  those  rare  moments  of  claritv 
In  your  requiems 

In  vour  screams 

In  vour  final  breath 

Felt  in  your  heart  of  hearts. 

But  never  trulv  known. 

I have  walked  with  vou 
In  your  cities 
And  your  fields 

Silent  man 
Ail  in  black 
Silver  scvthe 
Upon  mv  back 

Swinging  a briefcase  with  the  rest  of  vou 
And  whistling  a merrv  mne 

Because  I know  your  cities 
I was  there 
WTen  the  first  ape 
Laid  one  stone  upon  another 
And  called  it  Home. 


(And  I was  there 
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When  that  same  stone 
Fell  on  that  same  ape 
And  broke  his  toes. 

He  screamed  a lot 
And  ran  off  a cliff 
He  died,  of  course, 

And  I was  there  to  see  it). 


But  I digress. 

I know  your  cities 

I am  in  them 

In  fire  and  gas  and  gang  and 

Out-of-control-taxicab  plowing  onto  a busy  sidewalk 
And  all  my  faces 
\Xaiting 


Watching 

Working 


And  walking  with  you 

Swinging  my  scythe 
Singing  my  song 

And  smiling  all  the  while. 


I walk  with  you 

In  fields  and  far  places 
In  desolate  spaces 
All  natural 

One-hundred-percent  organic 
Zero  carbohydrates 
Zero  grams  trans  fat 
Zero  survivors. 


Run,  run  as  fast  as  you  can 
I’ll  keep  walking 

With  you  every  step  of  the  way 

These  boots  were  ??iade  for  walking 
And  walking’s  what  they’ll  do 

One  of  these  days  these  boots  are  going  to  walk  right 

Over  there,  over  there 

Send  the  word  to  beware 

Because  I’m  not  bound  by  fences 
Or  oceans 
Or  lines  on  a map. 

I walk  with  your  rulers 

A plague  a’  both  your  White  House 
None  are  beyond  mv  reach. 

I walk  with  them 

Step  by  step 
Side  by  side 

Singing,  smiling,  and  swinging  my  scythe 

A metal  smile  and  a bone  smile 
Together  with  you  walking. 


I walk  with  you 

Among  my  walking  field 
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Seven  billion  stalks  of  wheat 
And  I the  old  farmer 

Scythe  in  hand 

j 

Bringing  in  the  harvest 

Little  apes  howling  their  sorrows 
As  the  blade  cuts  deep. 


Hewn  in  twain,  they  rise 

Borne  aloft  on  the  scything  wind 
Then  fall 
Down,  down,  down,  down 

To  earth 

A shower  of  dry  stalks 
Set  aflame  in  sunlight 

Sparks  of  gold 
Upon  the  cold 

Dying  into  earth 

Trod  beneath  the  Reaper’s  feet 
To  rot  beneath  the  field 
And  rise  again. 

To  fall  again. 

Again, 

Again.  . . 


^ut  what  a fall! 

The  russet  tassels  cast  sk}"ward  by  curved  steel 

Reach  the  zenith  in  a blaze  of  Hght 
The  sun’s  warmth  upon  them 
In  them 

Sustaining  them 

All  the  way  down  to  the  cold,  cold  earth 
Burning  inside  with  life. 


That  is  beauty, 

Litde  Apes. 

I live  for  it 

(or  do  I?  I digress  again) 

I live  for  it 

You  die  for  it,  of  course. 

But  who’s  to  quibble 
I walk  with  you 

Through  the  field 

And  you  fall  in  beauty 

And  I keep  walking. 


Beauty  is  deathly 

Death  is  beautiful. 

Do  you  know  me. 

Little  Apes? 

I am  the  sirdling  one 

The  singing  one 

The  scything  one 

The  Reaper. 


I walk  in  beauUt 
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Rooted 


Mardelle  Fortier 


On  an  eroded  bank,  roots  are  exposed- 

some  black,  some  bleached, 

often  dried  and  chipped  off  at  the  ends, 

knobby,  twisting,  snarling, 

reaching  into  a pond,  bearded  with  loose 

moss  like  ancient  greenish  hair, 

some  gaunt,  others  bloated  with  food. 

All  of  the  roots  reaching,  trying,  grasping 
in  black  dirt  and  gummy  clay. 

They  are  never  satisfied,  never  secure. 

They  clamber  after  more  and  more  safety, 
which  crumbles  and  they  wind  and  wail 
wanting  not  to  ascend 
hoping  to  descend. 

Humans  aspire  toward  stars; 
roots  want  to  bury  themselves. 

They  love  the  ground,  terra  firma. 

Their  wish:  not  to  fly,  not  to 
conquer  outer  space.  They  crouch,  huddle, 
grovel  for  the  status  quo,  stay  in  one  place 
if  possible  for  years,  decades. 

And  they  burrow,  hang  on; 

victory  to  them  would  mean:  Never  to  move. 


The  Prairie  Light  Review 


21 


Catching  Birds  With  Father 


Bakul  Banerjee 


The  morning  frost  glittered 
on  forget-me-not  patches 
trying  hard  to  cling  to  crumbling 
red  earth.  That  day,  the  lesson, 
as  you  planned  the  night  before, 
would  be  to  catch  a widess  swallow, 
a boy’s  game  you  played  long  ago. 

I was  an  enthusiastic  participant 
in  your  re-plays.  You  told  stories, 
funny  ones,  in  exchange.  I sifted 
through  your  tales  searching  for  hints 
of  your  mother  and  father,  who  died 
when  you  were  a child,  hanging 
on  you  the  badge  named  orphan. 

I fetched  Mother’s  potato  basket, 
small  and  sturdy,  a short  stick 
and  a long  rope.  You  tied  the  string 
around  one  end  of  the  stick, 
propping  the  edge  of  the  basket 
against  the  other  end.  I laid  the  rope 
straight  and  smooth  on  the  dirt. 

Golden  grains  of  wheat  glowed 
under  the  basket  to  lure  birds  in. 

With  the  other  end  of  the  string 
on  my  fingers,  I waited,  ready  to  tug  it, 
knocking  the  basket  over  the  swallow 
who  might  venture  under  it. 

You,  reading  the  paper  nearby, 
were  supposed  to  be  very  quiet. 

Did  you  smile  inside,  watching  my  folly? 
Were  you  teaching  me  a lesson? 

Swallows  are  smart.  They  flew  away 
at  the  last  minute.  I never  caught  a bird, 
but  I did  notice  when  the  frost  turned  into 
dew  and  forget-me-nots  changed  colors. 
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Sketches  of  My  Dad 


Heather  Surls 


No.  1 : Wind  Turbines 

He  meets  me  at  the  airport,  every  time  a little  different.  This  time  his  hair 
is  gray  and  brown  and  thin,  and  he  is  wearing  black  jeans  and  just-purchased,  cop- 
per-colored leather  boots  for  yard  work  and  chukar  hunting.  As  we  stand  and  wait 
for  my  bag,  we  talk.  When  I look  at  him,  I see  my  nose  on  his  face,  like  in  my 
wedding  pictures  from  three  and  a half  years  ago:  broad  and  triangular,  like  a pyra- 
mid below  its  bridge. 

We  drive  out  of  Los  Angeles,  grim,  cemented  city  with  fat  fichus  trees 
busting  up  the  sidewalks,  a blanket  of  pinkish-brown  smog  arranged  around  the 
foothills — the  reverse  of  the  commute  he  has  driven  for  almost  15  years.  Wh  inch 
in  traffic  on  the  six-lane  freeway,  discuss  Chinese  fire  drills,  Rick  Santorum,  Tim 
Tebow,  and  Tvlid-East  politics,  cheat  by  taking  the  truck  route. 

The  sun  sets.  We  cross  the  first  mountains,  dip  into  the  Antelope  Valley. 
“What  are  all  those  lights?”  I ask,  gesturing  toward  a blinking  red  swath  on  the 
mountain  ahead,  the  backside  of  my  hometown. 

“Wind  turbines,”  he  teUs  me.  Their  presence  isn’t  new;  I remember 
watching  the  small  windmills  with  red  and  green  tips  when  we  drove  through  the 
pass  when  I was  a child.  But  these  turbines  are  enormous,  and  there  are  hundreds 
of  them.  A million  dollars  each,  he  tells  me.  All  made  in  China,  delivered  to  the 
fringe  of  the  Mojave  Desert  on  train  cars. 

“This  used  to  be  a beautiful  drive,”  he  says,  “but  they’re  ruining  our 
desert.  I don’t  see  how  this  is  green.” 

No.  2:  Instant  Coffee 

We  sit  on  the  couch  in  front  of  the  T\^,  both  holding  coffee  cups.  This  is 
why  I get  up  early  here — for  one-on-one  time  with  whoever’s  up  first.  On  our 
right,  a bushy,  14-foot  Christmas  tree  dominates  the  corner.  (He  and  my  brother 
lopped  it  off  the  top  of  a taller  tree.)  On  the  screen,  ticker-tape  below  the  reporter 
mentions  Pakistan. 

“We  have  some  friends  at  our  church  who  lived  in  Pakistan  for  20  years,” 
I say,  “and  they  lived  in  Abbottabad,  the  city  where  they  found  Osama  bin  Laden.” 

“Really?”  VTien  he  is  surprised,  his  face  softens  and  his  shoulders  turn 
toward  me  with  a marionette-like  jump,  a twitch  that  travels  down  his  arms  to  his 
fingers. 

This  is  one  of  my  prize  stories,  so  I try  to  keep  the  details  straight.  “They 
said  when  they  heard  where  he  was  found,  they  were  like,  ‘Oh,  we  know  where 
that  is.’  They  talked  about  him  like  they  knew  him.  They  said  he’s  really  taU — over 
six  feet.” 

I sip  my  coffee — Folger’s  instant.  My  parents  have  been  drinking  it  long 
enough  that  I remember  changes  in  the  packaging — once  glass  with  a twist-on  lid, 
now  plastic  with  a pop-off  lid.  We  know  how  it  works  in  our  family.  In  a cup  of 
microwaved  water  (one  minute,  30  seconds),  a spoonful  of  freeze-dried  granules 


The  Prairie  Light  Review 


23 


hisses  slightly  as  it  dissolves,  then  creates  a creamy  foam  flecked  with  dark,  un-dis- 
solved  spots.  Today  I drink  it  like  I did  when  I started,  with  Coffee  Mate,  thick  and 
corn-syrupy. 

“So,  Irish  cream,  not  French  vanilla?”  I say,  mentioning  the  lack  of  the 
old  standby  in  the  refrigerator. 

“And  hazelnut,”  he  adds.  “I’ve  been  drinking  this  stuff  for  years,  so  I fig- 
ured I’d  have  a variety.” 

No.  3:  lavender 

We  can  speak  a special  language  together.  He’s  more  fluent  than  I,  but 
sometimes  I can  finish  his  sentences  when  he  forgets  the  words.  Sedum, 
Cotoneaster,  Burning  Bush,  Pyracanthia  (technically  Pyracantha,  but  the  “i”  always 
slips  in).  The  January  light  is  warm  and  healthy-feeling,  stitching  together  vitamins 
under  our  skin  as  we  survey  the  church  grounds. 

“We  lost  one  there... and  there,”  he  says,  pointing  out  gaps  in  the  line  of 
cedars  and  Japanese  pines  on  the  property  line.  I walk  behind  him  along  the  cin- 
derblock  wall,  shuffling  through  piles  of  brown  oak  leaves.  “I’ve  thought  about 
clearing  the  bottoms  of  those  trees.  They  say  one-third  the  height  of  the  tree  for 
fire  clearance.” 

He  mentions  the  church  work  days  he  organized  when  I was  a teenager. 
“Hank  and  Floyd  are  so  on  top  of  everything  now,”  he  continues,  “but  I’m  not 
sure  I agree  with  that,  you  know?  It’s  like  you  lose. . .” 

“The  sense  of  community^?” 

“Yeah.” 

He  takes  the  leaf  blower  and  protective  headphones  and  blows  leaves  off 
the  sidewalks.  I clip  dry  stalks  of  Shasta  daisies  down  to  the  ground.  Then  we  trim 
lavender  bushes  and  collect  tumbleweeds  together,  smashing  them  into  the 
garbage  can,  talking  about  the  community^  garden  concept.  This  is  how  he  feels 
love — walking  together,  working  together. 

On  the  drive  home,  he  fills  the  car  with  the  scent  of  machine  fuel — oil 
and  gas  mixed — and  citrusy  lavender.  This  is  how  he’s  smelled  for  years. 

No.  4:  Things  I Do  Not  Understand 

At  4:10  a.m.,  my  alarm  sounds  and  I sit  up  on  the  air  mattress  in  my 
childhood  bedroom.  A minute  later,  the  door  opens  and  he  looks  in.  “Good 
morning,  honey,”  he  says.  ‘“Morning,”  I whisper  back.  I change  my  clothes,  zip  my 
suitcase.  My  stomach  feels  sour,  the  way  it  does  without  enough  sleep. 

He’s  in  the  kitchen,  standing  near  the  stove,  blue  flame  heating  the  stain- 
less steel  kettle.  He  asks  if  I want  coffee.  No,  I’ll  make  chamomile  tea.  I sit  on  the 
hearth  and  tie  my  shoes,  wish  I’d  left  out  a scarf  to  wrap  my  neck. 

My  bag  clatters  across  the  grooves  in  the  wood  floor,  over  the  threshold, 
into  the  back  of  the  Yaris.  There’s  supposed  to  be  a meteor  shower  going  on,  so 
we  stand  in  the  driveway  and  watch.  We’re  both  thinking  of  the  one  more  than  10 
years  ago,  when  we  looked  out  the  windows  of  the  house  and  saw  stars  falling 
every  second — flashing,  smudging,  crumbling  and  tumbling  down  the  sky.  All  six 
of  us  hauled  blankets  outside  and  laid  in  a row  on  the  driveway  to  watch. 
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“Well,”  I say,  seeing  nothing,  “that  was  some  night.”  We  cHmb  in  the  car  and  head 
out  on  the  dirt  road. 

We’ve  made  this  drive  many  times,  him  dropping  me  off  at  school  on  the 
way  to  the  fire  station.  The  memories  are  good,  living  again  this  morning:  our  ini- 
tial burst  of  conversation,  kangaroo  rats  skittering  across  the  highway  in  our  head- 
lights, him  explaining  things  I don’t  know  or  understand — that  gas  station  is  just  a 
snack  shop;  aU  those  semis  are  going  to  film  a movie;  once  you  have  a garage,  a 
battery  recharger  is  a good  investment  to  make. 

The  desert  is  dark,  full  of  telephone  poles  and  the  ghosts  of  Joshua  trees. 
Together,  we  see  five  shooting  stars  streak  the  sky. 

My  Fir s^t 


William  Vollrath 


She  surprised  me 
at  the  checkout  counter 
asking  for  my  signature 
after  the  state  society’s 
evening  of  readings  and 
celebration  of 
national  poetry  month 
My  first  sale  of 
my  first  signed  copy 
of  my  first  real  book 
When  I told  her 
it  was  a bit  X-rated 
she  giggled  and  said 
she  could  handle  it 
then  giggled  more  at 
my  personalized  signing 
It  was  fun  meeting 
my  first  “groupie” 
after  baring  my  soul 
at  the  well-known 
little  bookstore 
I just  didn’t  expect  her 

to  be  eighty 
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I 


Daniel  Graham 


“Ready.” 

Professor  McAllister. 

“Aim.” 

The  Ace  of  Diamonds. 

There  is  what  I am,  and  what  I am  called.  They  call  me  murderer. 
Insurgent.  Revolutionary.  I am  aU  of  these  things.  But  I should  be  more  than  that. 

I have  to  be.  A man  is  more  than  the  sum  of  his  parts,  and  beyond  the  sum  of  his 
actions.  It  is  here  that  I have  failed.  My  actions  served  my  words,  my  existence 
served  my  actions.  I am  no  more  than  what  I am  called  by  others  because  of  this. 

But  I wish  to  be. 

I wish  to  be  a father — to  grow  old — my  hand  clasped  with  that  of  anoth- 
er; to  watch  children  that  bear  my  name  grow,  and  maybe  one  day  fix  this  terrible 
world.  I want  to  pass  my  life  into  the  hands  of  someone  too  innocent  to  under- 
stand. 

I wish  to  be  a lover.  Litde  could  please  me  more  than  having  my  body 
and  soul  entwined  with  another,  sharing  in  a splendor  that  words  fail  to  even 
grasp. 

I wish  to  be  a great  brother,  great  uncle,  cousin.  Enjoy  the  trials  and 
tribulations  of  family  arrivals  and  departures. 

I wish  to  be  myself,  but  even  more  than  that,  I wish  there  was  a “myself” 

to  be. 

Tm  not  selfish,  at  least  I don’t  think  so.  For  a man  as  dominated  by  his 
belief  as  I,  why  don’t  I deserve  to  have  something  I wish  for?  I don’t  know,  and  I 
never  wiU. 

Six  rifles  stared  me  down  from  ten  feet  away  My  hands  shook  as  they 
clasped  each  other  behind  my  back.  The  blindfold  never  offered  is  at  my  feet, 
mucus  and  spit  on  the  white  cotton  cloth.  My  ga2e  lingered  on  it  as  I realized  the 
true  breadth  of  my  punishment.  It  is  not  only  my  life  that  I have  forfeited,  but  my 
memory.  My  bottom  lip  quivered  . This  is  the  price  of  belief,  and  I shall  pay  it  for- 
ever. I’m  sorry  mother.  I’m  sorry  father.  I’m  sorry,  Olivia.  I tried,  I swear  I did. 

But  the  injustice  was  too  great,  and  I couldn’t  stand  idly,  no  matter  how 
hard  I tried  and  tried. 

And  tried.  I tried  as  hard  as  I could,  but  in  the  end  it’s  all  I did.  Never 
successful,  always  endeavoring.  The  attempt  wiU  be  enough  for  them.  It  has  to  be. 

“Any  last  words,  Ace  of  Diamonds?” 

My  eyes  blinked  and  I swallowed  a lump  in  my  throat,  but  not  by  choice. 
Only  in  my  final  moments  have  I realized  my  full  failure,  and  my  will  was  ripped 
away  by  it.  Dying  with  dignity  was  beyond  me.  The  lamentations  of  a half-Ufe  fes- 
tered in  my  brain.  My  mouth  gaped  open  like  a fish  out  of  water  as  I pieced 
together  the  statement  with  which  I could  leave  this  world,  and  perhaps  be  that 
much  better  because  of  it.  Here  at  the  end  I can  speak  for  myself — the  man — 
alone  and  hated  at  the  edge  of  the  earth. 

I tried  to  hard  to  do  better. 

But  the  words  wouldn’t  come  out.  The  Sergeant  at  Arms  locked  eyes  with 
my  mute  face,  wild  with  horror,  and  he  smiled. 
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Failed 


Nick  Marchese 
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Abstract  Self  Portrait 


Christian  Alisauskas 


mixed  media 
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Anne  Sits 


ennifer  Prucha 


oil  pastel 
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I’m  Here 


ennif(§r  Prucha 


ink  and  charcoal  drawing 
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Snow  Storm 


Kyle  Thompson 


color  photography 


The  Prairie  Light  Review 


31 


Air  Pilot 


Carla  Maas 


digital  painting 
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1983  Hipster 


April  Anderson 


color  photography 
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Untitled  2 


Kvle  Thompson 


color  photography 
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Count  Casa 


oseph  Mazzone 


color  photography 
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Alex  Furrh 


Sky  Glass 


color  photography 
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Marv  Antoinette 


Lindsey  Petitt 


sculpture,  photographed  hj  Knsalia  Calderone  with  assistance  from  Magi  Wangler 
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Ocean  In  The  Sky 


Alex  Bauer 


high  dynamic  range  photograph 
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Little  Taste  Of  The  Country 


Alex  Furrh 


color  photography 
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Reflection 


Alex  Bauer 


high  dynamic  range  photograph 
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Ready  for  S 


oanne  Barsanti 


color  photography 
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Diving 


Nick  Marchese 


handmade  collage 
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Love  Is  Half  an  Argument  on  a Pace  Bus 


Louisa  Paf2yk 


“Now  approaching  Burbank,”  says  the  bus  and  Burbank  is  my  stop  and  I 
don’t  get  off.  Because  I can  walk.  And  I can’t  miss  this. 

Because  this  girl  in  front  of  me  is  in  the  middle  of  a screaming  match 
over  the  phone.  Normally  those  aren’t  terribly  interesting  to  me  but  the  content 
and  intensity  of  this  one  is  intriguing.  It  appears  to  be  about  drugs  but  I’m  not 
sure  yet. 

I 

“You’re  not  listening  to  me.  You’re  not  listening  to  me,  Steve.” 

Stupid  Steve  keeps  on  not  listening.  The  bus  waits  with  bated  breath. 

“Steve.  Shut  the  heU  up  and  calm  the  hell  down.  The  secret  to  the  mush- 
rooms is  to  get  the  whole  thing  real  hot.  Real  hot.” 

Yep.  Drugs.  Definitely  talking  about  shrooms  here. 

“No,  Steve!  You  gotta  get  it  hot.  God  you’re  such  an  asshole.” 

Pauses.  I can  hear  Steve  explaining  himself  It  gives  the  whole  bus  time  to 
soak  up  the  conversation  thus  far.  A homeless  lady  with  her  garbage  bag  sits  with 
mouth  agape,  staring  at  this  girl.  A business  man  up  in  front  looks  uncomfortable 
and  a little  kid  is  giggling  behind  me.  The  bus  driver  runs  a red  light  listening  to 
this  and  no  one  seems  to  care  about  that  right  now. 

“I  don’t  care  that  high  heat  nearly  killed  you  from  smoke  inhalation  and 
then  almost  burned  down  your  house.  You’re  hypurbuhUzin’.” 

A short  pause  and  then,  “High-PUR-buh-H-zin’i  High-PUR-buh-h-zin!  It 
means  ex-AGH-a-ray-tin’.  Get  a damn  dictionary.” 

She  waits  for  him  to  reply  and  gasps.  ‘YOU  get  a life.  And  stay  outta 
mine,  buttmunch.  We  are  so  through.” 

Pause. 

“I  mean  it  this  time,  Steve,”  as  she  begins  to  sob.  “And  buttmunch  is  so  a 
word  and  you  are  one.” 

Apologetic  muttering  on  the  other  line. 

“I  told  you  high  heat.  High  heat.  But  you  didn’t  listen.  You  nevah  listen.” 

A vulgar  two  word  reply  from  Steve  is  audible.  But  she  goes  on  about 
whatever  high  heat  is,  saying,  “High  heat  will  cook  it  just  right.  That’s  what  Julia 
Child  did.” 

Poor  Steve  says  something  that  really  gets  her  going. 

“No!  Oh  no  you  didn’t!  That’s  it.  It’s  OM-uh-let,”  she  says.  “Not 
omelette,”  she  hisses. 

Steve  is  faintly  heard  whining  on  the  other  line. 

“Look  if  you  don’t  know  how  to  say  OM-uh-let  then  you  ain’t  got  no 
business  cookin’  OM-uh-let,  yah  hear?” 

Lady,  I think  to  myself  in  awe,  the  whole  bus  hears.  You  and  Steve. 
Breaking  up  over  an  argument  about  how  to  properly  cook  an  OM-uh-let. 

“No  no  no.  And  then  you  have  to  pump  your  arm  like  this.”  And  even 
though  she’s  on  the  phone  and  Steve  can’t  see,  she  pumps  that  arm.  It’s  a jerky. 
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stabbing  motion  just  about  going  into  the  neck  of  the  old  man  sitting  in  front  of 
her. 

I can’t  hear  much  of  what  Steve  says  next  but  it  must  be  pretty  offensive 
because  she  screams,  louder  than  ever,  “Well  you  can  choke  on  your  fucking 
omelette  is  what  you  can  do.”  She’s  about  to  hang  up  but  Steve  is  talking  frantical- 
ly now.  She  listens  for  a long,  long  time. 

She  sighs. 

“I  love  you.  Baby.  I love  you,  Steve.  I’ll  eat  your  OM-uh-let.  I’ll-”  She 
begins  to  cry  again.  Harder  and  higher  and  haltingly  like  what  a guinea  pig’s  cry 
might  sound  like.  If  guinea  pigs  cry  that  is.  But  I suppose  that’s  an  argument  for 
another  idiot  couple  on  another  Pace  bus.  Now  if  you’ll  excuse  me,  I have  sixteen 
blocks  to  walk  to  Burbank  and  to  contemplate  what  love  is. 

Wanted  Ad:  Looking  to  Share 


Kelli  Q’Dwer 


Need  help  with  the  rent  of  the  studio  I just  moved  into, 
and  help  with  this  city. 

One  room  with  the  slim  luxury  of  a 
suck-in-before-you-walk-in  closet, 
but  okay  with  extra  baggage. 

And  if  you  don’t  mind,  you  can  unzip  it, 

to  let  it  out  of  its  worn  out  bag, 

and  put  into  the  old  tried  and  true  washing  machine. 

No  dryer,  but  I’ll  have  a clothes  line  we  can  share, 

to  air  it  out  and  let  them  drip  dry, 

and  I’m  okay  if  my  shirt’s  shoulder’s  wet. 

The  fridge  is  the  only  appliance  right  now. 

I haven’t  been  staying  in  my  new  place  yet, 
been  running  on  fast  food  between  interviews, 
just  for  the  time  being. 

But  if  you  move  in,  make  yourself  at  home, 
don’t  just  become  a money  providing  fixture, 
to  accompany  the  fridge; 

The  fridge  doesn’t  need  your  company. 

Soon  I’U  buy  a microwave,  when  I have  time, 
and  we’ll  move  on  up  to  tv  dinners. 

Friend,  when  you  move  in, 
make  sure  you  close  the  window, 
to  keep  the  unwanted  city  out, 
and  the  warmth  in  the  room, 
so  it’s  cozy  like  the  old  country. 


44 


The  Prairie  Light  Review 


The  Strategist 


Gabrielle  Lehmann 


Like  a general  astride  his  mount  overlooking  a battle  poised  to  begin,  he  scruti- 
nized the  field  before  him.  Hunching  forward,  he  studied  the  pieces  in  perfect  grid 
formation. 

Flicking  his  eyes  at  his  adversary  across  the  table,  he  considered  his  strategy.  How 
many  years  had  he  been  second?  At  last  he  had  the  first  move  advantage.  He  could 
manipulate  the  sequence  of  reactions. 

He  smiled  inwardly.  The  approach  was  clear.  He’d  observed  his  opponent’s  weak- 
nesses aU  his  life.  He  leaned  back  savoring  the  moment.  He  sensed  impatience 
directed  toward  him. 

He  leaned  in  and  made  his  move. 

“Your  turn.” 

He  shoved  the  Dunkin’  Donuts  box  toward  his  big  brother. 

My  Dear 


Kelli  O ’Dwyer 


The  trees  unsuccessfully  stretch  to  touch  the  sky, 
with  head  tilted  up,  I see  they  are  much  closer  than  I. 

The  path’s  gravel  was  the  only,  little  noise  made, 
but  mine  was  not  the  quietest  approach. 

Before  I know  it’s  out  of  the  brush  and  stands, 

staring  from  further  on  down  the  path,  for  only  a moment. 

and  we  share  a oncoming  headlights  stare. 

but  neither  dares:  to  move,  to  threat,  to  change  at  aU. 

Then  the  pause  runs  away  and  it’s  gone. 

It  slips  seamlessly  into  the  bushes,  the  trees, 

and  the  sound  of  my  silent,  stiU  standing  covers  its  retreat, 

not  even  my  thoughts  can’t  be  heard  above  it. 

My  feet  finally  find  enough  noise  so  I can  continue  further, 
but  my  mind  is  stiU  on  my  deer. 
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Pale 


Gabrielle  Lehmann 


In  waking  dreams  you  kiss  my  nose 
Caress  my  face,  my  fancy  grows 
I close  my  eyes  and  count  to  ten 
On  opening,  you’ve  gone  again 
And  so  it  seems  the  stuff  of  dreams 
No  more  is  mine,  I shred  my  seams 
I no  more  wish  to  dream  it  so 
If  I shall  have  you  nevermore 

I wake  alone  in  my  old  bed 
No  longer  does  it  feel  like  home 
And  how  should  I shake  off  this  dread 
As  out  the  window  comfort’s  thrown 
And  as  I fear,  solutions  near 
Will  only  cast  a fleeting  glow 
I close  my  eyes  and  you  appear 
I open;  gone,  forevermore 

My  haunt  to  follow  all  my  days 
In  sleep  I dream  we  part 
My  mornings  pass  in  whiteout  haze 
I miss  my  paper  heart 
But  have  you  taken  aU  of  me 
I should  not  miss  it  sore 
If  I,  your  love  the  addressee 
Should  ever  see  it  more. 

No  love,  no,  nevermore 

A chasm  left  within  my  home 
I no  more  wish  to  sleep  alone 
So  curl  up  against  the  ache 
Lest  I should  lie  aU  night  awake 
If  you  could  measure  half  the  cost 
I should  not  feel  it  such  a loss 
In  absence  will  my  comfort  grow 
Or  shall  I long  forevermore 

Should  I miss  you  years  from  now 
(The  more  nostalgia  would  allow) 

I treat  it  as  a friend  weU  known 
A tomb  of  flowers  overgrown 
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For  hours  I while  away  my  thought 
On  dreams  all  lost  and  longing  naught 
Thoughts  that  hold  me  here,  forever 
Should  I ever  leave  this  spot, 

No,  not  here,  not  ever 

Yet  should  I close  my  eyes  and  see 
Familiar  tracks  no  more 
Exacdy  as  my  life,  my  dreams 
Rewrite  more  than  I show 
A shadow  passes  years  ahead 
And  through  the  tears  I know 
Death  behind  me  now  lies  dead 
And  as  this  prose  so  shall  I go 
And  shall  I love  you  nevermore 
No  love,  not  you,  no,  nevermore 

While  You  Were  Sleeping 


Marts"  Gross 


Pt  1 

While  you  were  sleeping  there  was  a bit  of  an  accident. 

I was  naughtminded  at  the  time,  my  service  was  of  none  to  your  folkses. 

Tonight,  my  apologies  square  unto  you,  I shall  stare  into  you 

and  you  into  me, 

and  there  shall  be 

the  hum. 

Bums  were  mumbling,  when  it  happened, 
while  you  were  asleep 
and  under  the  stairs. 

I creeped  up  behind  them 
and  I stared, 
but  I balked, 
and  continued  to  stare. 

Scared,  I was  and  why  would  I not  be? 

Mumbling  bums. 

Affronting  your  mother, 

father, 

auntie, 

brother  john, 
litde  sister 
doris, 
scooter, 

the  rutabaga  crop. 
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I am  so  sorry, 

I am  grieved, 
here:  scooter’s  leash. 

Pt2 

Depravity  seen  not  heard 
murderous  herd  of  absurd  gentleman 
formerly  gentlemen  but  most 
turned  off  the  path 
they  found  themselves 
a hearty  pack  of  family 
and  had  a snack 

Quack  quack  quack  goes  the  duck 
Johnny  can  you  say  quack  quack  quack 
Johnny  say  hi  to  mommy  Johnny  say  hi 
Johnny  oh  no  Johnny  get  a way  from  that  man 
Johnny  get  away  from  that  man 
The  man  held  out  a handful  of  stones 
then  pour’d  to  the  ground  pure  dust 
Johnny  away  from  that  man 

Sandstone  and  limestone  and  they  disappear 

it  takes  years  and  years  but  they  aU  disappear 

The  bums  chant  mad  hatter  things  to  say 

The  bums  chant  and  bum  off  me  a cigarette 

Take  the  pack  and  slowly,  I back  away 

Have  a nice  day  bums  please  just  have  a nice  day 

Then  I stray  to  the  back  alley 

and  find  ‘er  under  the  stair  snoring 

while  aU  this  was  happening  and  she  was  asleep 

Gentleman  of  the  Old  School 


Wilda  Morris 


Dad  polished  my  shoes, 
cleaned  my  glasses 
when  I was  a girl, 
carried  my  suitcase 
to  the  bus  when  I went 
off  to  college. 

For  decades,  when  I drove 
home  he  came  out 
to  carry  my  luggage 
into  the  house, 
up  the  stairs. 
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He  stands  on  the  porch 
today,  shoulders  stooped, 
eyes  heavy  with  apology 
as  I unload  the  car. 

He  wants  to  help  me 
carry  things  in, 
but  can’t  do  it  anymore. 
If  I say.  Us  OK,  Dad. 

I don ’t  need  help, 
it  win  be  a knife 
through  his  already 
shattered  spirit. 


Cue  the  chorus:  Mom,  do  we  have  to? 

Four  shoulders  slumping,  four  eyes  rolling. 

Then  the  crescendo  of  wild  stamping,  each 
Racing  to  splash  first. 

Hear  the  dissonance:  Me  first,  me  first! 

Two  doors  slam,  drawers  crash,  toilets  echo. 

A triumphant  victor  stakes  his  bathtub  claim 
Laughing  at  the  slower  one. 

Now  the  reprise:  My  turn,  my  turn! 

One  shivering,  sweet-smeUing  head  emerges,  as 
His  sister  impatient  for  a steamy  bath  passes. 

Pushing  by  her  towel-wrapped  twin. 

Then  a mother’s  aria:  Are  you  finished? 

One  deep  breath  before  my  chant:  Brush-your-teeth- 
Wash-your-face-comb-your-hair-hang-your-towels, 
Repeating,  but  hardly  heard. 

Ah,  the  interlude:  Read  my  story,  no  mine! 

Two  pajama-clad  bodies  hurtle  onto  the  couch 
Waving  worn  scruffy  books  to  pile  on  my  lap. 

Pressing  into  my  sides. 

Soon  the  day’s  sweet  finale:  Mommy,  kiss  me,  kiss  me! 
One  son,  tucked  in  tight,  whispers  soft  secrets,  then 
One  daughter,  cocooned  in  covers,  nuzzles  her  pillow. 
Bowing  as  twilight’s  curtain  falls. 
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License  Plate  Pitching  Rubber 


Rob  Vogt 


The  day  before  my  first  Little  League  game, 

I asked  my  dad  to  teach  me  how  to  pitch. 

Of  course  I knew  how  to  physically  throw  a basebaU, 
but  I wanted  a knee-lifting,  torso-twisting  wind-up- 
just  like  the  big  leaguers  on  TV. 

I’m  sure  my  dad  was  exhausted 
after  a long  day  of  moving  furniture; 
of  sweating  through  his  work  shirt, 
of  lugging  couches  and  refrigerators 
up  ramshackle  staircases. 

Exhausted  or  not,  he  agreed  to  help  me. 

We  walked  out  into  the  street  in  front  of  our  house, 
where  he  put  down  an  expired  license  plate 
to  serve  as  a makeshift  pitching  rubber, 
then  paced  off  a distance  of  46  feet. 

I remember  the  bumpy  feeling  of 

hammered-out  license  plate  digits  under  my  sneakers. 

I remember  the  sound  of  rusted  metal  scraping  against  asphalt 
as  I practiced  my  noodle-kneed  delivery. 

But  my  favorite  memory  of  that  night 

is  looking  through  the  cool  Llidwestern  dusk 

and  seeing  a tattered  basebaU  disappear  with  a soft  pop 

into  my  dad’s  three- fingered  mitt,  the  kind  that  was  popular 

when  he  was  a young  boy  practicing  for  his  first  Little  League  game. 
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Legs 


April  Anderson 


black  and  white  photography 
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The  Street  In  The  Dark  Of  The  Night 


Marty  Gross 


I 

The  leather  wheel  turns 

— Elaine’s  outfit  was  a bit  drab,  tonight. 

— What  makes  you  say  that? 

The  sleek  interior  matches  the  sleeker  exterior 

— So  dark,  and  she  just  sat  there  silently  at  dinner. 

— I didn’t  notice. 

The  tu^o  are  alone 

— Didn’t  notice?  For  chrissakes  Robert,  it’s  New  Years  and  the  way  she  was  acting. 
Something’s  not  right! 

Ensuant  silence 

— L . .well,  I suppose  you  have  a reason  for  noticing? 

— Oh,  she’s  my  sister,  of  course  I’ll  notice  if  something  is  wrong  with  her. 

Their  familiarity  intensifies  the  loneliness 

— Let’s  not  bicker,  this  is  the  worst  night  of  the  year  to  drive.  Let  me  concentrate. 

— I’m  not  bickering!  I’m  just  worried  about  her. 

The  brakes  lock 

— We’ve  had  a good  night,  let’s  not  spoil  it. 

Ascension 

— I know.  I’m  sorry.  Honey,  be  careful  going  over  the  tracks. 

Descension 

— Robert? 

The  Man  is  silent 

There  is  an  abyssal  distance 

Growing  between  them 

— Answer  me,  Robert. 

Advancing  down  the  darkening  avenue 
Her  voice  grows  quieter  and  quieter 
Approaching  a hush 

— Robert. 

The  shafts  of  light 

FaU  upon  a translucent  figure 

— Robert. . . 

This  time  the  last  syllable  not  even  audible 
The  breath  catches  in  the  throat 
H}'pnoti2ed  by  dismal  eyes 

II 

I turn  my  lambskin  coUar  up  while  pondering  the  street. 

Reaching  the  corner,  a mellow  lamp  illuminates  the 
names:  Rockefeller  and  Arden. 

Wow,  how  specific;  this  intersection  belongs  to  every 

goddamned  suburb  of  every  goddamned  city  in  the  whole  goddamned 

nation. 

Burrowing  my  chin  into  my  chest,  I let  out  a shrill 
giggle;  my  angst  is  completely  for  the  irony. 

To  my  right,  there  are  lights  growing. 

I squint  as  the  recesses  of  Kiwanis  are  contorted 

into  arching  shadows,  silhouetting  the  damp  forest. 
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I pause  in  the  shadows,  wary  of  a police  man  on 
this  night  of  all  nights. 

A sedan  slides  down  Washington. 

If  it  were  cold  tonight  that  Volvo’s  luminous  beams 

would  strike  the  icy  streets,  casting  a duU  radiance. 

I cross  at  the  road’s  brightest  point,  my  second  self  mimics 
my  first  and  flips  its  hair. 

Eyes  cast  down  the  foreboding  lane. 

Overhanging  branches  create  an  abrasive  tunnel, 

that  is  a route  too  treacherous  to  travel  by. 

I continue  down  Washington. 

Reaching  into  my  pockets,  I feel  the  heft  of 
illegal  weight  in  my  hands. 

I stop  briefly  at  the  corner  and  ponder  the  darkness 
and  the  coldness  of  it  all. 

It’s  funny  considering  the  night  is  bright  and  beautiful. 

After  a second  thought,  I turn  right  on  Parkview;  my 
footfaUs  din  loudly  in  my  ears. 

A brief  snippet  of  drunken  banter  flutters  upon  the 
night  air;  wind  is  picking  up. 

As  I look  slowly  over  my  left  shoulder  (then  quickly 

over  my  right)  the  breeze  whistles  in  the  bare  branches. 

The  night  wind  rages  above  me,  rumbling  overhead. 

I see  the  hiU  and  the  Burlington  line  before  I notice 
a shadowy^  man  walking. 

He  crosses  the  street  stlendy,  and  I can’t  tell  if  he 
is  swaggering  or  stumbling. 

I regard  him  by  standing  still,  I would  rather  stay  far 
away  from  everyone  on  a night  such  as  this. 

My  mind  is  murky  and  my  apprehension  teases  my  heart, 
the  beats  resounding  in  my  eardrums. 

He,  crossing  the  street,  I imagine  him  as  losing  himself 

He,  the  same  as  everything  else  fades  into  the 
enameled  night. 

One  at  a time,  darkness  engulfing;  fading  into  the 
enameled  night. 

Achieving  the  incUne,  his  shadow  crosses  with  the 
overcast  contour  of  a twisting  oak. 

AU  the  while,  I stand  silently,  attentively 
observing  an  innocent  passerby. 

After  the  swaggerer  is  out  of  sight,  I continue 
on  my  weary  way. 

I am  nearer,  ever  nearer. 

Once  again,  a lonely  traveler  crosses  my  path. 

This  one  looks  expensive,  some  European  thing; 
quiedy  humming,  it  passes  nimbly. 

In  the  preparation  of  my  last  illegal  rite  of 
the  night,  I obtain  the  hillside. 

Perpendicular  to  the  tracks,  I sprint. 

Uneven  rocks,  awkward  stride,  I don’t  feel  the  earthen  floor 
as  I rush  along  the  line. 

The  same  car,  that  lonely  traveler;  we  meet  appropriately. 

I see  the  woman  in  the  front  seat,  her  eyes  transfixed  on  mine, 

I smile  wanly  at  this  faceless  lady. 
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At  the  mouth  of  the  dark  alley  my  feet  crunch  crumbling  earth. 

Laconic  street  lights  creat  a halo  vibrant  enough  to 
bring  a calm  to  my  mind;  I am  close. 

My  heart  setdes,  seeing  the  red  Oldsmobile  and  all  the 

pines  reaching  upward;  palms  outstretched  to  a complacent  God. 
Halting  briefly  at  the  step,  I am  home. 

Ill 

A shallow  gust 
Leaves  glide  momentarily 
skimming  across  the  quiet  street 
Naked  trees  exhale  brief  moans 

Resonation 

Blank  drone  of  celebration  run  amok 
Sounds  of  an  empty  people 
Concurring  with  an  inconsequential  tale 

The  last  grasps  of  green 
Long  yeUow 
The  forests  final  breath 

Sighed  in  Late  November 
The  ominous  whisper 

Through  the  skeletal  shrub 
The  Deciduous  stands  bare 

It  is  a dreary  slumber 

Wires  and  Cords 


Gabrielle  Lehmann 


They  created  a brother  unlike  any  other 
Born  not  of  this  race  but  of  wires  and  gears 
And  then  was  another  born  to  this  same  mother 
With  none  of  his  grace  but  alike  to  his  peers 
Built  in  copper  and  steel,  the  first  son  unreal, 

A mother  too  quick  to  disown  him 

For  a boy  who  could  feel,  had  a soul,  not  a reel 

—From  her  favor,  this  son  had  quite  thrown  him— 

But  he  was,  of  course,  reading  from  a dead  source 
And  would  never  have  noticed  the  difference,  for 
There  is  no  remorse  from  a heart  made  of  cords. 

For  a wired  mind  suffers  no  distance 

And  did  he  dismay-  he  would  not,  anyway- 

It  would  be  but  a moment  to  strike  it 

For  nothing  in  him  would  be  written  to  stay 

If  his  mother  thought  she  didn’t  like  it,  but 

Against  expectation,  he  grew  very  fond 

Of  his  mother’s  last  born  and  her  favorite 

And  it  seemed  for  a time  that  the  brothers  could  bond 
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Yet  their  mother,  it  seemed,  wouldn’t  have  it 
She  said  to  her  son—  yes,  her  son,  not  the  toy— 

That  his  “brother”  was  not  made  to  friend  him 
And  to  grow  unattached  to  the  steel  plated  boy 
For  to  love  cords  and  wires  would  end  him— 

As  her  child  of  gears  far  outnumbered  the  years 
Of  his  innocent  flesh  and  blood  brother. 

She  worried  his  influence,  pleasures  and  fears. 

Would  leave  hollow  and  soulless  the  other- 

He  heard  none  of  her  words,  for  he  swore  that  his  slave 

—For  that  was  what  mother  now  named  him— 

Was  more  than  an  indifferent  radio  wave 

And  from  mother’s  disgust  now  reclaimed  him 

But  the  brother  of  gears  who  outnumbered  the  years 

Of  the  fool  who  thought  himself  savior 

Proved  as  cruel  as  appears  his  mother’s  old  fears 

Just  as  soon  as  regaining  her  favor 

For  the  ones  and  the  zeroes,  the  wires  and  the  drives 

That  gathered  where  no  heart  could  weather 

While  built  without  hatred  were  sickly  alive 

With  a vengeance  akin  to  a pleasure 

For  a mother  who  slaved  over  programming  love 

Had  now  driven  a spike  through  the  feeling 

And  the  heart  and  the  soul—  or  perhaps  lack  thereof- 

Of  her  wire  bound  son  found  no  healing 

With  no  help  for  a program,  no  comfort  for  cogs 

No  repairs  for  computers  forgotten 

There  lay  consolation  to  let  loose  the  dogs 

Upon  she  from  who  cords  were  begotten 

No  wrath  would  suffice  but  to  break  the  heart  twice 

Of  the  traitor,  the  monster,  the  mother 

Who,  run  out  of  warmth,  buried  under  in  ice 

He  the  networked,  the  nexus,  the  brother 

And  in  gaining  the  trust  of  the  one  not  of  rust 

The  stage  was  set  through  to  fruition 

Returning  the  flesh  and  blood  into  the  dust 

Ultimately  completing  the  mission 

For  there  is  no  remorse  from  a heart  made  of  cords 

And  a wired  soul  suffers  no  distance 

For  the  boy’s  sole  dead  source  could  have  never,  of  course. 
Thought  in  zeroes  and  ones  of  resistance 
And  the  mother  who  swore  she  could  simply  ignore 
A creation  who  loved,  even  coded. 

And  the  brother,  implored,  proved  a fool  as  before 
Until  after  the  gun  had  reloaded 
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Betrayed  and  mislead  to  a shot  in  the  head 

He  of  wires  now  saw  all  destroyed 

Which  had  suffered  and  bled  in  a heart  made  of  lead 

In  the  tin  of  a soul  of  a boy 

Who  had  wanted  no  torture,  had  longed  for  no  pain 
But  in  finding  no  kindness  to  cheer  him 
In  a desperate  fervor  established  a flame 
In  the  end  to  seize  aU  who  were  near  him. 

Mv  Brother  Speaks  of  Trees 


ames  Hill 


“I  have  an  early  memory 

Of  trees  that  graced  our  childhood  home, 

Of  two  tail  trees  that  stood  alone. 

The  elm  was  dignified  and  straight 
And  planted  when  the  house  was  new 
To  discipline  the  front  yard  view. 

With  outstretched  arms  the  elm  stood  forth 
To  shade  the  sidewalk  and  the  street. 
Protecting  us  from  summer’s  heat. 

Against  this  tree  and  leaning  back 
We  sometimes  sat  to  have  the  shade 
And  ‘round  it  often  hid  or  played. 

This  tree  dropped  twigs  we  gathered  up; 
With  twigs  we  fortified  a space: 

The  crenelated  elm  tree’s  base. 

With  you  and  I on  either  side. 

The  elm  sometimes  we  would  embrace. 

By  joining  hands  around  its  waist. 

The  cottonwood  began  its  life 
A gypsy  seed  that  carried  in— 

A wisp  of  cotton  on  the  wind. 

It  rooted  on  a back  fence  line 
When  houses  on  the  block  were  few. 

And  there  for  50  years  it  grew. 

Upon  its  bough  dad  hung  a swing. 

We  rode  up  through  the  summer  air 
When  summer  days  were  blue  and  fair. 
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And  cottonseeds  were  in  the  air. 

NXe  felt  the  soft  against  our  skin 
\X"hen  cottonseeds  we  gathered  in. 

At  night  we’d  listen  from  our  beds— 

The  cottonwood  would  clap  its  leaves 
VCTen  stirred  by  just  a little  breeze 

WTiile  in  the  moonlight  we  could  see 
That  other  continuit}'. 

Our  other  friend,  the  front  yard  tree. 

I have  an  earlv  memorv^ 

Of  trees  that  graced  our  childhood  home, 
Of  two  tall  trees  that  stood  alone.” 

The  Wrecking  Yard 


Gabrielle  Lehmann 


The  wrecking  yard  is  full  tonight 
But  it  won’t  be  for  long 
The  wrecking  yard  is  full  for  now 
Tomorrow,  we’ll  be  gone 
NXh’re  all  the  things  you  never  knew 
You  missed-  the  things  you  threw  away 
VCe’re  all  abandoned,  old  and  blue 
Our  Kfe  ends  here  because  of  you 

The  wrecking  vard  is  full  tonight 
Of  old  machines  and  busted  parts 
The  wrecking  yard  is  full  of  stories- 
Tales  spun  deep  in  hard-drive  hearts 
Each  toy  left  here  was  once  a friend 
But  now  it  seems  we’re  all  but  lost 
And  what  it  comes  to,  in  the  end 
Is  that  our  time  comes  with  a cost 
Thev’re  hard  facts,  here,  to  try  and  face 
But  here  they  are  to  ponder  on- 
That  we  aren’t  aU  just  here,  misplaced 
Maybe  now  we’ve  been  replaced. 

Or  mavbe  we  were  never  reaUv  there  for  them  at  aU 
^ •> 

Or  maybe  now  we’re  aU  a pile  of  bones,  however  smaU 

Tonight  the  wrecking  yard  is  fuU 
Of  click- track  hearts  and  old  machines 
Tonight  the  wrecking  yard  is  full 
The  wrecking  yard  is  full  of  screams 
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The  crusher  runs  or  overtime 
From  eveniniX  on  til  d;t\vn 
To  clear  out  our  assembled  line 
Tomorrow  \\*e’ll  be  trone 


And  now  it  seems  we’re  all  torirotten- 
All  that’s  left  is  broken  dreams 
And  we  weren’t  broken,  we  aren’t  rotten 
\\  hen  we  trot  here,  we  were  clean 

O 

It  seems  somehow  we’ve  lost  our  purpose 
Somehow  we’re  now  obsolete 
Once  all  priceless,  now  we’re  worthless 
Things  have  changed-  we  can’t  compete 

The  wrecking  vard  is  full  tonight 
Of  old  TAT  and  floppv  disks 
Of  teddv  bears  and  plastic  knights 
Computers,  pots  and  pans,  and  whisks 
The  wreckin<r  vard  is  full  of  tovs 
Of  cars,  and  bikes,  and  stereos 
Piles  of  phones  and  broken  clocks 
Old  microwaves  and  radios 
The  wrecking  vard  is  full  of  tales 
But  soon  enough  thev  start  to  blend 
For  wliile  thevVe  irot  tlieir  own  details 
Each  storv  has  the  same  sad  end 

The  wreckino;  vard  is  full  tonisrht 

O .P  O 

But  it  won’t  be  for  long 

cr* 

The  wrecking  vard  is  full 
But  bv  tomorrow- 
W'e’U  be  gone 

Close  enouffh  to  love  me 


ulie  Birkev 


I’m  not  going  to  let  vou 
close  enough  to  hurt  me. 

Close  enough  to  tlirow 
mv  emotions  to  tlie  wind, 
close  enough  to  desert  me. 

Tm  not  going  to  let  vou 
kiss  mv  porcelain  face  good  night 
when  vou  walk  me  to  the  door 
interlock  vour  delicate  fingers  with  mine 
when  vou  want  to  show  me  off, 
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loud  and  proud 

lay  heartbeat  to  heartbeat 

when  I fall  asleep  on  the  couch  during  The  Notebook. 
I’m  not  going  to  let  you 
puU  me  close, 

to  feel  my  sweltering  breath  against  your  cold  skin. 

Air  sighing  in  3"our  ear, 
heat  burning  your  neck. 

I’m  not  going  to  let  3*ou 
close  enough  to  leave  me. 

Close  enough 
to  play  me  like  hangman, 
ever}"  wrong  letter 
lea\’ing  me  hanging. 

Close  enough 

to  kick  me  back  to  the  start 
when  vou  draw  a “sorr^".” 

Close  enough  to  hate  what  you  see 
hate  who  I am. 

I’m  not  going  to  let  you 
underneath  this  skin 
underneath  this  bombshell. 

I’m  not  going  to  let  you 

inside  this  war  zone 

that’s  combusting 

at  the  seams 

with  AK47s  and  M2  5 s 

only  to  read  me  like  an  open  book. 

I’m  not  going  to  let  you 
tear  down  this  brick  wall 
surrounding  my  tempered  heart. 

I’m  not  going  to  let  you 
know  me. 

Know  my  fears, 
know  mv  tears. 

Know  mv  battles, 
my  defeats. 

Know  my  secrets. 
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know  my  story. 

Know  every  single  round  loaded 
and  every  single  bullet  fired. 

I’m  not  going  to  let  you 

close  enough  to  take  that  away  from  me. 

Close  enough  to  hurt,  abuse,  or  betray  me. 

I’m  not  going  to  let  you 

close  enough  to  want  me. 

Close  enough  to  hold,  cherish,  or  need  me. 
I’m  not  going  to  let  you 
love  me. 


The  Song  of  Aktush 


Alexander  Knip-htwright 


Vengeance  stalks  a blasted  heath 
The  silent  hosts  in  rank  beneath 
A silent  ruin  of  crumbling  walls 
And  from  the  sky,  the  raven  calls. 

O’er  the  silent  moor-lands  deep 
Their  silent  footsteps  softly  creep 
Their  faces  drawn  with  ghastly  palls 
And  from  the  sky,  the  raven  calls. 

Silent  rank  by  silent  row, 

A silent  host  of  silent  woe. 

From  ivory  tower,  the  Monarch  falls 
And  from  the  sky,  the  raven  calls. 

“The  King  is  Dead,  long  live  the  King”  — 
Their  silent  voices  blaspheming 
Those  silent  towers,  those  silent  halls 
And  from  the  sky,  the  raven  calls. 

Before  the  silent  throne  they  stand 
The  silent  lord  of  silent  land 
His  eyes  twin  scarlet  blazing  balls 
And  from  the  sky,  the  raven  calls. 
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Lirone’s  Star 


Camille  Besser 


My  American  steps- 

I can  feel  the  difference  when  I walk  beside  him. 

Big  American  strides  in  big  American  shoes. . . 

But  I’m  still  running  to  catch  up. 

Up  to  his  patient  pace. 

I feel  conspicuous,  loud. 

When  I’m  with  him  I forget  where  I am. 

I get  lost  in  his  foreign  features  as  he’s  searching  for  a word  to  explain  an  image 
that  doesn’t  exist  in  America. 

My  head  snaps  up  at  any  passersby  speaking  English. 

I’m  in  California  for  God’s  sake! 

But  I feel  a million  miles  away  next  to  him. 

Like  we  are  stroking  through  his  native  Israel,  or  traveling  Europe. 

Every  time  he  speaks  it  strikes  me  as  profound. 

He  takes  his  time  to  choose  his  words,  and  it’s  always  surprising  how  he  can  trans- 
late life  so  weU. 

Things  my  big  American  mind  can’t  grasp. 

When  I’m  speaking  with  him-  hung  up  on  the  accent, 

I feel  ignorant-  naive. 

I look  into  his  eyes  and  see  so  many  places,  so  much  learned. 

I want  to  be  like  him.  He  makes  me  see  how  much  there  is  to  know.  And  how 
unimportant  this  all  is- 

The  motions,  the  pretending,  and  all  the  hate. 

I walk  beside  him  and  wonder  why  he’s  asked  me  to  visit. 

I can’t  believe  he  would  have  any  interest  in  my  big  American  “plans”  and  “goals” 
that  aren’t  planned  goals  at  all. 

I feel  useless,  ashamed. 

I sit  in  his  house  and  partake  in  the  Hanukah  ritual  without  knowing  what  it 
means-  unable  to  pick  out  the  words  from  the  racing  Hebrew  he  is  reciting. 

I know  it’s  an  honor,  to  hght  the  candles,  but  I’U  never  understand  it  how  they  do. 
I’ll  never  know  what  it’s  like  to  wake  up  fearing  home. 

Maybe  I should  be  afraid;  of  hating  and  ignorance. 

When  I look  at  him  I can’t  imagine  being  against  his  people. 

They  want  nothing  but  to  live. 

Inside  my  American  body  beats  a big  foreign  heart  that  makes  me  cry  many  un- 
American  tears. 
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Untitled 


Stephen  Anderson 


pen  and  ink  draning 
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Note  From  a Designated  Theatre  Ghost 


Kristina  Kroger 


I often  spend  my  time  considering  the  cliche  inadequacies  of  the  phrase  of 
“BOO!”  Yet  such  things  are  to  be  expected,  I suppose,  when  one  transcends  the 
mortal  plan,  ascending  to  a supposedly  brighter  phase  of  existence,  yet  is  caught 
up  in  a stereopqDical  mishmash. 

I suppose  your  soft,  half-capable  brain  is  going  ''What?''  so  I think  I am  going  to 
have  to  simplify  this  story  for  you.  Ahem:  I’M  DEAD.  Now,  rnust^^^  earn’  on  like 
this?  You,  wondering  if  there  is  any  credence  to  this  phantom  narrator,  and  I won- 
dering if  there  is  any  small  amount  of  neurons  firing  off  in  3’our  skuU. 

So,  with  all  of  the  pleasantries  out  of  the  way,  I presume  you  will  be  wishing  to 
know  two  main  things:  one,  how  did  I die,  and  two,  is  it  interesting  enough  to 
keep  your  attention.  Sadly,  I marvel  at  how  this  generation  of  American  youth  has 
become  so. . .disturbed?  Is  that  the  correct  word?  No  matter.  Mv  name  is  Traws 

j 

Nash,  or  was,  if  you  wish  to  get  technical.  I was  born  in  1906,  and  lived  a happy, 
fulftlling  life — until  I died  anyway. 

And  this  is  what  I have  been  building  up  to;  what  you  have  been  waiting  for.  Oh,  I 
know!  The  suspense  is  killing  me!  Oh  wait.  I’m  already  dead.  IMy  life  came  to  is 
sad,  depressing,  sorrowful,  tragic  (etc.)  end  in  1929,  at  the  TivoH  theatre,  which 
had  been  opened  six  months  previously  on  Christmas  day. 

I bumped  into  someone,  fell  down  some  stairs,  and  poof,  presto  change-o,  here  I 
am.  Not  the  tale  of  romance  and  horror  and  mystery  you  were  hoping  for.  I’m 
guessing?  No  matter,  my  afterlife  is  much  more  interesting  than  my  life  ever  was.  I 
guess  you  could  call  me  the  DTG:  the  Designated  Theatre  Ghost.  Doesn’t  even’ 
majestic,  old  theatre  have  to  have  one  chain-rattling,  basement-dweUing,  eerily- 
moaning  resident  ghost?  It  just  adds  to  the  atmosphere,  if  3’ou  know  what  I mean. 
Nothing  is  better  than  keeping  guests  on  their  toes;  else  they  stray  around  a cor- 
ner, see  my  transparent  ghostliness,  and  suddenly  require  a new  pair  of  knickers. 

Now,  contrary  to  popular  belief,  I did  not  die  in  the  theatre  fire — considering  that 
it  took  place  around  55  years  after  I died.  But  I guess  my  perishing  in  the  flames 
would  cast  some  sort  of  shadow  over  the  place,  making  it  darkly  desirable  and 
mysterious;  anything  to  draw  in  the  tourists. 

I rather  do  enjoy  spending  my  time  in  the  basement — that’s  where  the  dressing 
rooms  are.  One  positive  thing  I can  say  about  recent  generations.  The  women 
are. . .physically  I spend  hours  down  there,  drifting  from  room  to  room, 
observing  the  strangest  things.  Oh,  let  me  tell  you  about  the  time  that  one 
brunette  snuck  that  muscular  lion-tamer  from  the  circus  down  here — the  things 
they  got  into!  There  was  that  one  time  with  the  fichus. . .or  am  I remembering  the 
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incident  with  the  pair  of  scissors. . .no  matter,  I suppose  I should  keep  this  PG-13 
anyway. 

Death  has  been  kind  to  me — much  more  than  life,  anyway.  I highly  recommend 
you  drop  by  the  Tivoli  Theater  and  Bowling  Alley  in  Downers  Grove.  I do  so 
enjoy  visitors. 

War  Wounds 


Bryan  Severs 


Paranoid,  they’ve  got  me  doing  guard. 
Seeing  something  from  afar 
Moving  in  the  dark. 

Grab  my  rifle. 

Make  sure  the  bayonet’s  sharp. 

If  he’s  hostile. 

I’ve  got  to  take  this 
Motherfucker’s  heart  and  soul 
Have  I lost  control? 

Maintain  three-six-zero,  got  to 
Get  back  in  the  zone. 

Shots  let  off 

It  sounded  like  an  AK. 

Flip  my  bitch  to  semi-automatic,  now 
It’s  time  to  play. 

I am  locked,  and  cocked. 

And  ready  to  rock 

Any  motherfucker  who  dares  to 

Overtake  my  spot.  He  fired  twice. 

But  missed,  so,  I shoot  back. 

One  shot,  one  kiU. 

So,  now  he  lay  flat.  Flash  from  the  muzzle 
Made  his  ass  hit  the  rubble 
Last  chance  for  rebuttal  ‘cause 

Your  ass  is  in  trouble,  quick. 

Feel  the  pain 

Long  enough  for  me  to  make  it  home. 
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A Rite  of  Rebirth 


Peter  Dziedzic 


In  the  deep  bowels  of  the  night,  the  lashing  tendrils  of  wind  had  calmed 
their  resdess  whispers  and  the  dancing  streams  of  snow  had  ceased  their  whirling 
numbers.  The  streets,  empt}^  wombs,  wound  their  way  through  Lines  of  brick  and 
mortar  tombs,  and  the  memory  of  busy  hours  had  settled  into  the  chilled  bones  of 
the  earth.  The  soft  light  of  lamps  lit  the  paths  of  solitary  souls  and  offered  light 
only  to  silhouettes  of  frozen  footprints.  A hallow  peace  had  filled  the  hollow 
world. 

The  silence  of  the  winter  pastoral  was  tinged,  faindv,  sweedv,  bv  far-off 
whimpers.  They  echoed  from  a country  manor  that  hugged  the  bare,  ancient  forest 
at  the  edge  of  the  hushed  iXhdwestern  town.  The  forests,  dreamed  children  and 
old  men  alike,  bore  the  ghosts  of  the  world  within  the  mazes  of  starved  branches. 
A slanted  veranda  overlooked  this  obscure  haunt,  and  through  a large  window,  a 
woman  paced  back  and  forth. 

The  house  was  dark;  the  path  of  the  woman  was  lit  onlv  bv  a faint  sHver 
of  light.  Her  rhvthmic  steps  sent  laughing  creaks  through  the  floorboards,  and  fre- 
quent tears,  those  not  soaked  by  her  damp  sweater  or  drunk  by  the  disheveled 
strands  of  confused  hair,  flew  to  the  floor  with  greedy  speed.  Every  few  steps,  she 
passed  a grandfather  clock  — stoic,  withered,  and  severe  in  its  strikes  and  toUs.  The 
laughing  creeks,  the  cold  pitter-patter,  and  the  secondly  churning  of  the  clock  that 
kept  her  pace  all  rang  as  defiant  metronomes  as  the  hours  of  the  night  passed  in 
hushed  flow.  In  her  shaking  hands  she  clenched  a linen-clad  bundle  close  to  her 
chest.  Her  fingers  stroked  the  strands  of  linen,  and  the  occasional  tear  fell  upon 
the  hidden  mass,  a secret  baptism,  a quiet  rite. 

A curious  eve  peeked  from  the  bedroom  above,  the  resounding  lamenta- 
tions, soft  though  stark,  tore  through  the  young  boy  who  looked  down  upon  the 
scene.  Each  whimper,  each  crv  and  each  choke  caused  him  to  grip  the  door  handle 
tighter,  firmer,  as  if  out  of  this  brass  slab  would  pour  sought  answers,  pain  forgiv- 
en, a love  forgotten.  Tears  streamed  from  the  edges  of  his  deep-green  eves,  and 
his  stringv  brown  hair  swaved  as  he  muffled  his  coughs.  He  stumbled  over  to  the 
edge  of  his  bed  and,  kneeling  down,  produced  a small  tin  box  from  underneath 
his  dresser.  He  opened  it  and  recovered  the  peeling  image  of  a young  woman. 
Holding  the  picture  lighdv  within  his  fingers,  as  if  fearful  of  the  revelations  that 
this  woman  held  silent  and  hidden  from  the  damning  rush  of  time,  he  trembled 
with  a resounding  emptiness.  In  the  image,  the  woman  propped  her  chin  with  her 
palm,  and  the  boy  ran  his  hand  over  the  image  of  her  fingers,  as  if,  in  her  fleeting 
flesh,  he  found  the  distilled  sweetness  of  some  long-forgotten  eternipt 

Down  the  hall,  a locked  oak  door  sealed  inside  a man  whose  recent  days 
were  occupied  onlv  bv  foul  breath  and  stagnant  memories.  Sullen  and  grizzly  and 
consumed  in  a rush  of  hazed  thought,  he  lay  upon  a small  couch  within  the  smdy. 
His  left  hand  shielded  his  eves  from  the  blinding  light  comvilsing  in  the  waltz  of 
fan  blades  above.  His  right  hand  clasped  a half-empp-  bottle  of  bourbon.  He 
stumbled  to  his  feet  and  approached  a window  that  overlooked  the  distant  town. 
Hunching  his  body  over  his  desk  and  resting  his  fists  on  the  paper-littered  obscuri- 
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tv  that  was  his  workspace,  he  peered  through  the  glass,  fighting  his  reflection  and 
blazing  eves,  to  the  quieted  town  in  the  distance.  There  was  a thread  of  life  that 
sustained  this  country  commune  in  the  midst  of  the  frigid  winter  night,  and 
whether  it  was  the  luminous  lamps  that  scattered  their  glow  on  empty  streets,  the 
trees  flirting  with  the  wind,  or  the  occasional  phantom  of  pulsing  snow  drift,  the 
man  knew’  not,  but  the  thread  of  life  that  bore  this  town  left  him  emqing  the 
nameless  stillness.  The  man  focused  on  his  reflection,  distorted  by  the  Hquor-toned 
glass,  and  once  more  the  forsaken  man  fled  the  sight. 

The  w’oman  paused  before  the  looming  staircase,  and  seeking  to  rest  her 
calloused  feet,  sat  upon  the  first  step.  Peeling  over  the  last  patch  of  cloth  of  the 
bundle,  she  ran  her  fingers  over  the  white  face  of  the  infant.  Its  body  was  rigid,  its 
skin  clammy,  its  heart  quiet,  and  its  lungs  retired.  The  faint  blue  and  purple  tinges 
of  his  face  had  melted  into  a pale-gray  stillness  over  the  hours,  the  teasing  memen- 
to of  a life  shortly  fled.  Racing  thoughts  plagued  her  mind,  drow’ning  out  the 
churning  clock.  She  blamed  the  blanket.  She  blamed  herself  She  blamed  her  hus- 
band and  her  husband’s  son  and  the  vast  gulf  that  had  consumed  the  house  over 
the  months.  She  blamed  for  hours,  and  found  that  after  such  spiteful  churnings, 
the  baby  w’as  still  no  more  than  a frozen  lump  of  flesh.  With  the  baby’s  life  had 
fled  her  w’armth,  and  wdth  long  exposure  to  the  flaccid  face  of  the  infant  returned, 
louder,  the  stabbing  moans. 

The  son  w’anted  to  return  the  peeling  image  to  its  cistern,  but  he 
clenched  it  tighdy  at  the  sound  of  his  stepmother’s  cries.  Blame  scarred  his  heart, 
and  isolation  clouded  his  mind.  At  times,  he  hated  his  father  for  his  w’illingness  to 
let  go  of  the  past,  but  more  so,  he  hated  the  woman  for  her  intrusion.  With  her 
intrusion  came  the  infant  that  had  stolen  the  attention  of  his  father.  He  had 
refused  to  name  it  “brother.”  Now,  aU  hatred  and  childhood  stubbornness  fled 
with  the  sound  of  each  sob.  He  opened  his  door  an  inch  and  peered  at  the  woman 
sitting  at  the  bottom  of  the  stairs,  her  hands  were  caressing  the  dead  infant,  and 
her  fingers  wxre  fluttering  in  the  darkness,  bearing  a life  that  the  boy  once  knew^  in 
his  owm  mother’s  hands.  He  craved  the  stability  of  that  warmth,  the  firmness  of 
those  w’earied  hands. 

Pacing  the  room  and  casting  occasional  tempting  glances  at  his  distorted 
reflection  in  the  glass,  the  man  held  back  tears  as  he  finished  the  last  swig  of  bour- 
bon. Opening  the  folding  doors  of  his  closet,  the  man  retrieved  another  bottle  and 
placed  it  upon  his  desk.  Ready  to  open  it  and  drown  the  cries  and  coughs,  he 
paused.  His  eyes  narrowed  on  the  window  pane  once  more,  and  this  time,  instead 
of  focusing  on  his  reflection,  he  looked  past,  and  saw  reflected  a picture  of  his 
sons.  With  bourbon  in  hand,  he  approached  the  new,  glossy,  and  blameless  image. 
The  piercing  srrdle  of  his  dead  son  and  the  quiet  gaze  of  his  older  son  had  in\tited 
him  to  deep  remorse,  a grasping  for  a time  now  lost.  The  smiling  faces  of  his  chil- 
dren mocked  his  hidden  smpor,  and  called  to  trial  his  trodden  dignity.  The  man 
knew’  that  aU  the  blame  and  booze  in  the  world  would  not  erase  the  scars  of  mor- 
tal fraUty.  He  knew’  some  thread  of  Hfe,  some  sacred  salvation,  must  yet  grace  the 
torn  home. 

He  let  the  bottle  sUde  from  his  hand  and  roU  to  a darkened  corner  of  the 
room  as  he  stumbled  to  the  door.  He  peered  out  into  the  darkness;  the  waltzing 
tight  of  his  study  sent  the  darkness  of  the  haU  and  foyer  fleeing.  The  wife  and  boy 
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continued  their  mournful  rounds,  and  he  stepped  into  the  hallway,  descended  the 
stairs,  and  approached  his  wife.  He  bent  his  head,  and  sat  down  beside  her,  the 
stair  creaking  under  his  weight.  She  turned  and  looked  upon  his  face  \^ith  hea\w 
eyes.  His  pained  eyes  offered  a stillness  beyond  words  and  memorc.  She  dropped 
her  head  to  his  shoulder.  A simple  caress  of  tear-stained  cheeks  and  shaking  hands 
had  led  them  to  breach  an  unknowable  gulf. 

Watching  his  father  approach  the  woman  and  seeking  a comfort  not 
found  in  the  peeling  image,  the  son  slowly  descended  the  stairs  and  inched  his  way 
besides  his  father  and  the  woman.  He  wound  his  tiny  palm  around  theirs,  and  his 
father  and  stepmother  squeezed  the  soft,  shaking  hand  of  the  son.  Plis  coughs  had 
escalated  into  a choking  mourning,  and  the  cries  of  three  had  joined,  and  in  uni- 
son, ushered  in  a t^^ilight  song,  a funeral  rite. 

The  three  held  their  attention  on  the  silent  infant.  The  ruffles  of  the 
snow-white  linen  cloth  pulsed  and  danced  like  rattled  branches  m the  whispered 
wind.  Here,  too,  was  a peace  transcendent.  Here,  too,  was  a thread  of  life.  Each 
pressed  their  forehead  against  the  bundle,  and  the  body  had  been  warmed  by  their 
touch.  The  mother  wrapped  it  once  more,  a rite  of  safe  journey,  a rite  of  absolu- 
tion. Outside,  the  purple  hinges  of  n-^ilight  had  grazed  the  night  sky. 

They  approached  the  window  overlooking  the  veranda.  The  sun  was 
painting  its  morning  portrait  at  the  edge  of  the  world;  the  frigid  forests  were  bent 
towards  the  rising  lamp.  Distant  church  bells  ushered  in  the  newfound  dawn,  and 
the  grandfather  clock  continued  its  punctual  march.  Each  offered  praise  of  a cycle 
unknown,  a destiny  acknowledged,  a power  mysterious. 

Looking  out,  they  watched  as  the  sun  extended  its  rays  over  the  forest 
horizon,  dispelling  the  ghosts  of  the  forest.  Among  the  bold  hand  of  death  and 
daring  grasp  of  darkness,  a threaded  stairway  to  heaven  had  been  reclaimed.  The 
three  huddled  closer  in  the  frigid  winter  dawn  and  embraced  the  din  of  ringing 
bells  and  churning  clock  hands,  a rite  of  rebirth. 

Fade  to  Winter 


Kristina  Kroner 


Splayed  palms  punching  holes  in  Heaven 
Our  eyes  crazed 
Crow-feathers  in  our  fingers. 


Dancing  around  ■sA'ildfires 
weaving  tattered  wings  of  wood-smoke 
we  become  ghost-flesh 
My  wind-in-the-trees  brain 
Decomposes  with  the  leaves 
Autumnal  embers  fading  out  of  me 


This  elemental  insanity 
Has  consumed  me 
1 want  to  fly  south  ’^ith  the  geese 


The  Prairie  Light  ReHew 


67 


Life  bv  a calendar 


I used  to  mark  it  on  the  calendar, 
the  20^^  of  every  month. 

A heart  next  to  the  number, 
another  month  we Ve  been  together. 

I even  circled  the  20^^ 
that  December. 

A year  of  our  relationship 
bottled  down  to  one  day. 

I used  to  mark  it  on  the  calendar, 

our  weekend  plans 

our  day  trips  to  Chicago 

our  double  dates 

our  movie  nights. 

Every  day  written  on  there 
reminding  me 

of  the  history  we  were  creating 
the  story  we  were  writing 
the  legacy  we  were  leaving. 

I even  marked  the  calendar, 

when  you  wanted  to  break  up  with  me. 

When  you  going  away  to  school 

would  come  between  us 

as  you  packed  up  your  whole  life 

into  just  one  box, 

leaving  me  stranded, 

cold 

miserable 
and  alone, 

in  the  middle  of  the  street 
suffocated  in  the  exhaust 

not  even  looking  back  in  the  rear  view  mirror. 
When  you  decided 

long-distance  relationships  weren’t  for  you. 

When  in  reality  you  were 

only  going  a mere  45  minutes  away. 

Staying  up, 
waiting  by  the  phone 
cord  to  cord, 

just  for  a chance  to  hear  your  voice. 

Driving  out  of  my  way 

for  a surprise  visit 

just  for  a chance  to  see  your  face. 

But  even  that  was  too  difficult  for  you. 

I marked  down, 

documented  the  day  I was  crushed 
like  a soda  can, 
flat  as  paper. 

I marked  the  calendar, 

three  days  after  breaking  up  with  me 
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you  wanted  to  make  things  work, 
or  at  least  try. 

That  was  the  happiest  day  of  my  life 
and  wik  forever  be  written  down  on  paper. 

That  night  at  the  party, 
the  smell  of  the  febreezed  couch, 
the  sound  of  beer  bottles  clinking 
when  you  said  it  was  breaking  your  heart 
knowing  you  broke  mine. 

When  you  decided  I was  worth  the  try. 

I used  to  mark  it  on  the  calendar, 
the  day  you  left  for  college. 

How  terrified  I was 

if  we  made  the  right  decision. 

I felt  like  I was  saying  good-bye  to  you  forever 
as  if  I was  saying  farewell  to  my  soldier. 

I didn’t  know  what  I was  getting  myself  into, 
if  I had  the  strength. 

I used  to  mark  it  on  the  calendar, 
the  10^^  of  January 
shortly  after  we  celebrated 
our  one  year  anniversary. 

That  Monday  you  took  me  out  for  coffee. 

The  Caribou  down  the  street, 

“our”  Caribou, 
our  now  ruined  Caribou, 
from  the  sweet  smell 
of  a Campfire  Mocha, 

to  the  bitter  smell  of  nothing  but  pure  coffee  grinds. 
The  corner  table, 

right  next  to  the  sweating  glass  window 

when  the  words  from  your  mouth 

nearly  killed  me, 

each  one  piercing  through  me 

like  needles  in  a pin  cushion. 

“I  think  it’d  be  best  if  we  were  just  friends.” 

The  same  exact  line  I heard 
six  months  earlier. 

The  same  exact  line 

that  broke  my  heart  the  first  time. 

The  same  exact  line 
I hate  you  for. 

I used  to  mark  it  on  the  calendar, 
our  life  by  the  month, 
our  future  by  the  day. 

Now  I have  a new  date  to  heart. 

Every  10^^  of  the  month 
I mark. 

One  less  month  without  you 
one  more  month 
to  finding  someone  better 
someone  who  deserves  me. 
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Dream  Me  Home  Safely 


Dave  Starr 


First  Place  winner  of  the  Prairie  Creative  Writing  Award 

For  John  Edgar  Wideman  and  other  authors 

Dream  me  home  safely 
Lift  me  like  a breath 
and  carry  me  like  a 
feather 

Pretend  me  as  light 
Let  me  summer  your  skin 
Be  warm  of  me,  laughing  Like 
children 

Imagine  me  as  music 
and  whisde  me  or  hum 
Or  hush  and  keep  me  a 
secret 

Dream  me  home  safely 
Cradle  me  in  the  air 
as  slowly  I drift  like  a 
leaf 

Remind  me  a color 
Paint  my  glow  everywhere 
Be  fond  of  me,  awing  like 
dawn 

Remember  me  a song 
And  keep  me  with  it 
so  that  I may  never 
silence 

Dream  me  home  safely 
Hold  me  in  your  heart 
so  close  I’ll  never  again 
faU 

Give  me  your  sun 
Hold  me  in  your  eyes 
Be  my  day  so  that  I never 
dim 

Sing  me  your  melody 
Echo  me  in  your  mind 
Please  feel  me  aUve 
forever 
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Take  and  Eat 


Cindy  Crosby 


Second  Place  winner  of  the  Prairie  Writing  Award 

Beets 

I say  too  loudly 

and  hold  the  can  so 

the  label  is  clearly  visible. 

She  raises  her  eyes  to  look  at  me, 
not  understanding — 
wanting  to  understand — 

MusUm  in  the  Lutheran  food  pantry. 

She  hides  her  fear  behind 
a spill  of  black  hair. 

In  Afghanistan, 

she’d  never  seen  canned  beets. 

Chef  Boyardee  Ravioli,  Hickory  Farms  spicy  mustard. 

Sweet  Baby  Ray’s  BBQ  Sauce,  Hershey’s  chocolate  syrup, 
or  the  assorted  pink,  green,  and  yellow  miniature  marshmallows 
that  instinctively  she  knows  will  not  nourish 
the  five  mouths  to  feed  at  home. 

Only  desperation 
those  rumbling  beUies 
those  tiny  mouths 
could  propel  her  here. 

But. . . 

How  do  you  explain  salsa,  or  Hamburger  Helper? 

Taco  shells,  pizza  kits,  Ramen  noodles, 

California  smoothie  mix,  or  the  foU-wrapped  hotel  coffee  packets 
and  other  flotsam  and  jetsam  hastily  plucked 
from  someone’s  kitchen  cabinet  for  donation? 

Carb-lite  pasta,  energy  bars.  Girl  Scout  Thin  Mints,  microwave  popcorn, 
Funfetti  cake  mix,  Hormel  Chili,  Gatorade,  Suddenly  Salad? 

Her  EngHsh  starts  and  stops  with  “heUo,” 

I’ve  never  toyed  with  learning  Pashto. 

She  grips  her  four-year-old  son’s  hand. 

He  glances  at  me  shyly  through  thick  dark  lashes. 
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eves  the  candy, 

but  doesn’t  whine  or  beg. 

I want  to  give  him  the  world. 

Instead,  I convince  her  to  take 
a few  bags  of  beans, 
black  olives, 

a small  package  of  cookies. 

You  can  fill  this  basket  to  the  top,  I show  her,  pointing. 

She  shakes  her  head. 

I pantomime,  wave  my  hands 
Talk  slower,  talk  louder 
Beg  her  to  take 
Kice!  Noodles!  Soup? 

She  leaves  without  so  many  things. 

The  gulf  between  us 
is  wider  than 

the  words  she  doesn’t  understand. 

On  mv  wav  home 

^ j 

rU  stop  at  WTiole  Foods 

Load  my  cart  with  fresh  spinach,  strawberries 
Xine-grain  flour,  expensive  Greek  yogurt. 

Lean  sirloin,  apples  grown  without  pesticides. 

Fresh  fruit  juices,  brown  eggs  from  free-range  chickens. 

Happy  chickens 

WTao  lav  their  eggs  in  nests 

I don’t  like  cruelty. 
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Perigee  Moonrise 


LeAnn  Spencer 


Third  place  winner  of  the  Prairie  Writing  Award 

Luminous  orb 
throws  velvet  shadows 
on  crackled  snow 
and  slips  an  eerie  glow 
into  our  bedroom. 

Rising,  we  spy  a 
bloated  sphere, 
suspended 

just  beyond  reach  — 
a mere 
two  hundred, 
twenty-two  thousand 
miles 

above  the  Earth. 

Lured  into  the  night, 
we  wrap  ourselves  in  down 
and  stumble 
into  the  barren  fields 
of  January. 

We  stand  watch, 
awed  by  an  ancient, 
astronomy, 
our  wild, 
wolf  breath 
steams  in  the  cold, 
silver  light. 
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Prairie  Creative  Writing  Award 


The  College  of  DuPage  Prairie  Creative  Writing  Award  takes  place  annu- 
ally in  the  spring  semester.  This  year,  the  genre  of  focus  is  poetry.  The  contest  is 
open  to  students  and  community  members  in  District  502  and  sponsored  by  the 
Liberal  Arts  Division  and  The  Prairie  Light  Reviem  Poets  submit  their  original  poems 
to  a panel  of  COD  writing  faculty,  who  select  three  winners.  The  2012  finalists 
participated  in  a group  workshop  with  visiting  poet  Amy  Newman  in  March.  The 
winning  poems  are  published  in  this  issue  of  The  Prairie  Light  P^view.  For  more 
information  about  future  contests,  like  the  2013  Prairie  Fiction  Award,  please  e- 
mail  litaward@cod.edu,  visit  CreativeWriting@COD  on  Facebook  or 
cod.edu/litaward,  or  phone  (630)  942-2311. 


*This  asterisk  in  the  table  of  contents  demonstrates  the  winners  of  the  2012 
Prairie  Creative  Writing  Award. 


A Note  About  the  Text 


The  typeface  is  Garamond  in  ten-point-font,  and  the  issue  was  designed 
using  QuarkXPress  7 and  printed  by  Creekside  Printing.  The  typeface  of  the 
Table  of  Contents  is  Times  New  Roman  in  twelve-point  font.  The  four-color 
cover  is  printed  on  80  lb.  gloss  paper  and  the  inside  pages  are  printed  on  70  lb. 
paper.  The  issue  includes  16  pages  of  color  photography  and  64  pages  of  black 
and  white  art  and  writing.  The  Spring  2012  printing  of  4,000  issues  was  produced 
over  1 6 weeks.  Cover  production  courtesy  of  Rosalia  Calderone.  Manuscript  pro- 
duction courtesy  of  Rosalia  Calderone. 


74 


The  Prairie  Light  Review 


